ABOUT GLOMAG 

GloMag brings out two hard copy versions per year, one in 
February and one in August. While there are no visual aids in 
the hard copy versions, the online version is enhanced by 
pictures accompanying the writings and the profiles. GloMag 
Online is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. 

Either way, GloMag remains euphoria, engaging all your 
senses at once. Perhaps you are sitting in solitude beneath a 
bough, besides a lake, and you turn the pages. Creative 
voices, capturing your thoughts, holding you enthralled. Time 
stands still, and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything 
but these beautiful writings, expressions, and pictures. Your 
soul dances in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it 
sways and chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about 
duality, someone tells you about a forlorn house without 
music, someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 
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A SILENT CONVERSATION 
Today, almost now. 
After a decade and a half, 


Time again called my name. 


The contemplation of "Monalisa"; 
She stepped down, 


And shook hands with me. 


There are still voices, 
But were no more noises; 
A vision had no division, 


Reality is the bestselling virtual fiction. 


And we took a walk, 


In the sounds of tick-tock. 


Thus, A silent conversation. 


Aakash Sagar Chouhan: Aakash is a nomadic poet from 
Rourkela, Odisha, India. He co-authored ‘Between Moms and 
Sons’ along with Geethanjali Dilip (Geethamma). He also 
teamed up with eight eminent Indian Poets and launched 
‘The Virtual Reality’ in Kolkata. Since then, he has contributed 
to several anthologies. The sequel of “Between Moms and 


|” 


Sons- Il” was launched with Geethamma this year. 


LOVE 
Love releases its satellite balloon 
over rectangles of soybean, alfalfa hay, 


& corn along the Ohio Turnpike. 


Love parachutes its 10 zillion jellies 
bobbing for attention, bobbing for oxygen 


left over from previous jellies now extinct. 


We inherited this patchouli planet’s green 
thought in a green shade, this stainless-steel 


hallucination that overtakes young lovers. 


Now what shall we do with it once we’re over 


it & heading headlong into Antediluvian time? 


Meanwhile, love stashes its favorite ristorante 
receipts inside creeping creases to be excavated 


months perhaps years from now. 


Alan Britt: In August 2015, Alan Britt was invited to Ecuador 
as part of a cultural exchange of poets between Ecuador and 
the United States. In 2018, and again in 2013, he served as 
judge for the The Bitter Oleander Press Library of Poetry 
Book Award. He has been interviewed at The Library of 
Congress for The Poet and the Poem and has published 16 
books of poetry, his latest being ‘Crossing The Walt Whitman 
Bridge (bilingual English/Romanian): 2017; Violin Smoke 
(Translated into Hungarian by Paul Sohar and published in 
Romania: 2015). He teaches English/Creative Writing at 
Towson University. 


WELCOME SADNESS 
You entered unbidden through the closed door. 
The tight windows and the thick walls did not stop you. 


You appeared out of nowhere and settled everywhere. 


As a thick layer you spread out on the carpet. 
You immediately settled comfortably in every corner. 


Later you sat down in an armchair to mix the bitterness of 
coffee with tears. 


In the evening you curled up on the couch and you put in 
stillness. 


Only a drought flipped listlessly through the pages of favorite 
books. 


In melancholy eyes the emptiness grew. 

The last signs of a smile disappeared on the pale face. 
Worries bent the figure to the ground. 

The silence sounded like an intrusive turret. 

Even the phone was tacit as if it had forgotten 


about the existence of good news 


Please, go away and take all troubles and worries with you. 
| know, you have to visit my home sometimes. 
When you leave me, you will make place for the joy. 


Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish poetess, 
novelist, journalist, editor. Her poems have been published in 
numerous anthologies and magazines. She has published 13 
poetry anthologies. She is a member of the Polish Writers 
Associations in Warsaw, Poland and IWA Bogdani, Albania. 
She is also a member of the Directors’ Board of Soflay 
Literature Foundation. 


THE POET FAMISHED 

Being in love with poetry 

The poet remains hunger-bitten 
While those loving plutocracy 


Are today over-eaten! 


Running insane in love with poetry 
The poet falls homeless 
The plutocratic, on the contrary, 


Are merrily passing their days! 


Delirious in love with poetry 

The poet grows mendicant of love 
Whereas this frivolous society 

Keeps him beneath, blood-suckers above! 


Aminool Islam: A bilingual poet, he weaves poetry in both 
Bengali, his mother tongue, and English. He also weaves 
English sonnets. He did his M.A in English literature from 
National University, Bangladesh. He is currently the sub- 
editor of a literary magazine named Neeharika. 


As | continue living, growing and drowning in African 
renaissance of many such odours and many such poems, 
loving remains the same. A sparse sky has plenty words yet 
seething of wounds in humanitarian crisis. An African crow 
stares at the vastness of vacant thoughts. Thinking of you in 
such moments is filling the well of colours we had seen and 
shared long before the fort stood in all its loneliness. Screams 
and long sinewy days of torture takes over as trauma became 
an everyday word. | remember Gwalior in summers scarred 
in wrinkles, parched in distances of battles won and lost. 
Gwalior is still there amidst the rebellion of furthest horizons. 
The long shadow of the fort at dusk remains wounded with 
our words unspoken, in an autumnal lust silence reigned the 
ravines again. 


Amitabh Mitra: He is a poet, visual artist and a medical 
doctor, based at East London, South Africa. 


ROSEATE SONNET FOR MY MUSE: 22 
Lady. You sat, a leopardess under the juniper tree. 
Moonlight on the plain, and lighting up the sky. | came 


| could not love you until you changed shape into the 
leopardess, mine 


Rosettes on your skin. You said, cum, take me. 


A rose is a rose is a rose even when transformed to this 
animal of prey 


By any other name it still cannot but attract the bee 


Who stings it where it should be and where it wants to be for 
nectar, and to make it not stray 


Away, from its insect-human partner, in this strangest of 
coupling scenes 


Leopardess, whose skin is scarred with rosettes 


(Y)our memories, tap(p)ed, would create so many 
unforgettable video cassettes 


Rose, each night when you change into a leopardess 


On the stroke of midnight and | force you from behind, 
drawn by your skin's scarred spoor 


Somehow, satiated, we become happy with each other, 
although 


Each time |, human, mate with you(r), beast, it need not be 
or lead to love's integration 


Ampat Koshy: | am a writer residing in Jazan, Saudi Arabia. | 
work as a teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies 
like EYES BLOODSHOT. | have also published 16 fictions and 
poetry anthologies etc as sole author or co-contributor. My 
recent accomplishments are getting the best researcher 
award of 2018 in the English Department of Jazan University 
and bringing out my third solo collection of poems ‘Birds of 
Different Feathers’. 


IT'S HARD TO LOVE 

In the drizzle of monsoon 

and what looked 

like a perpetual gloom 

of dark clouds, 

| walked again — 

again on the road 

that changed lives. 

| recall as | walk 

that you and | 

walked on the same pavement 
under the same drizzle 

and the dark clouds 

only, it didn't seem gloomy then. 
| wonder now, 

how perception changes 

with someone around 


and without. 


It’s hard to love, | agree. 
But | now realize, 
that it’s even harder without it. 


Anand Gautam: | am a poet/writer residing in Hyderabad, 
India. | work as a Software Professional. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also self-published a poetry book. 


WINNER 

That 'IF’...is a horse 

That a go-getter would ever need 
That a loser would always want 
While he's slowly heading to be a corpse 
I'd rather you let bygones be 

And spring to a thought 

Set yourself free 

For the future brings forth 

New opportunities 

And, for the better 

That you become a trendsetter 
Never losing heart 

Only stepping forward to do well 
It's what | always tell 

As he takes the leap 

Sometimes falling short 
Headlong into a pit fall 


A stepping stone appears 


Even without his call 

And even falling without much thought 
The go-getter lives on 

Never say die 

A winner all the way 

What do you say?? 


Anand Abraham Pillay: He is a writer, singer, dancer, artist, 
and athlete. He is currently living in Mumbai and is retired 
Officer from Department of Civil Aviation, Government of 
India. He loves to cook, loves adventure and loves travelling, 
and is a naturalist. 


THE DEPTH OF LOVE 

My tender love is imbued 

In the core of my rapturous being 

Embodied in the essence of my dancing soul 
It’s as deep as the green valleys 

Like the rolling hummocks in the countryside 
Like the intensity of gushing rivers ever-flowing 


its strength invisible to the naked eye. 


My precious love is like being immersed 
In the depths of the ocean bed of passion 


Revelling in the union of our exquisite ardour. 


The depths of my eternal love 

etched in the glitter of my dazzling eyes 
The depths of our enduring love 

Reflected in the minds of true lovers 
attuned to the innermost feelings of amore 


Encapsulated in our adoring hearts 


Expressing our amorous ardour. 


An adoration so profound 

Akin to the capacious galaxy 
Embalmed in all her grandeur 
Escaping the confines of time or space 
Endured through the splendour of life. 


Angela Chetty: | am a poet and lyricist residing in Durban 
South Africa. | work as a consultant. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published a poetry anthology. 
International Poetry awarded me as an Elite Poet, recognising 
three of my poems in the Top 100 poems in the 2018 Poet’s 
Showcase and Yearbook, which honours top writers and best 
original poetry. 


THE NIGHT BELONGS TO YOU 
The night has a charm 

Of a sorcerer who plays 

With magic and trance 

When you wound your 

Legs around me, the night 


Lets you sing and dance 


The night has a story 
Of love, parting, hate 
And much flow of tear 
But you look careless 
While shedding dresses 


You are a mature player 


The night will surrender 
It will let you do as you 
Like and it keeps silent 


You can trap it in your 


Hair as upon me you 


Spray your body’s scent 


Clock will stand still on 

The wall as you breathe 
Hard with a rhythmic pace 
Like a flower that has 

Shed its essence you fell 

To my side in a sweet grace 


Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): | am a poet residing in 
Brajrajnagar, Odisha, India. | work as a mine surveyor. | have 
contributed to various’ national and __ international 
anthologies. | have also published two poetry anthologies. | 
am presently working on my third anthology on romantic 
poetry. 


REVELATION 

A new tomorrow. 

A brand new start. 
walking the shoreline, 


the path laid before me. 


Choking on salt air, 
running the water’s edge, 
my fate revealed, 


clarity flooding all senses. 


Truth wraps me in its arms. 
There is no turning back. 
| know what | must do now, 


to end this deception. 


Pain grips tight around my throat. 
There is no escape. 


| am not who | thought | was, 


who | wanted to be. 


All that has changed, 

| must build a new life, 

that no longer pretends to be 
something that | am not. 


Ann Christine Tabaka: She has been nominated for the 
Pushcart Prize in Poetry, has been internationally published, 
and won poetry awards from numerous publications. She 
lives in Delaware, USA. 


VASANTHI SHWETHA 

FEATHERS 

There are feathers on the road, 

of birds | don't recognise, 

much like you, 

leaving parts of yourself 

all over the map 

for someone else to pick up and wonder 
who must this part of love belong to. 
At the pedestrian crossing, 

the cyclist and | exchange a smile, 
we both know 

on the roads ahead 

there are more feathers; 
somewhere love spills over, 
somewhere love is picked up 

and somewhere else love awaits 


a poem. 


ANURAG K. MATHUR 

HER FEATHERS OF LOVE 

There are her poems 

She has scattered across in space 
Some make you relax 


Some make you pick up the pace 


Cherish that moment in time 
When you read one of those 
It’s a feather that floated your way 


To keep you company on your road 


But the poetess she sings 
Of a longer tale of love and longing 
From the poems as you read them 


Love keeps sprouting 


The million hearts 


That beat as one for that moment in time 


When parts of that poem 


Float their way and they touch the sublime 


We are all feathers 

Floating in the currents of her love 

We will come together one day and fly together 
In the direction she wants us to take 


Vasanthi Swetha: She is extremely passionate about the art 
of poetry, dance, reading and dreaming, and she believes 
that every poem that she writes is a result of a conversation 
with her soul. 


Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost two decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has — with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends — 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse’s dictats 
from time to time. 


IN CELEBRATION OF BEING NEW YORK 
The city never sleeps 

Never ever creeps 

It has its speed 

Which fails to recede 

Seldom ever weeps 

Never ever gets yorked 
Hardly is it forked 

The city is full of life 

It makes many a life 

Hardly takes it hard 

It cajoled cosmopolity 
Consolidates American polity 
Hugs unity in diversity 

That’s the beauty 

Of this unique city 

Time and again 

It has borne terror 


But time and again 


It is back with a bang 
Without dishonoring anyone 
Or hating anyone with slang 
The city has shown 

the world the way 

along the famous and beautiful 
Hudson bay 

People here are great 

after the stress 

they are back without wait 
When going gets tough 

the toughness of the York 
Gets it going 

The city has shown 

the world the way 

Without fail 

The day after day 

The city which has borne 
terror again and again 


Without refrain 


has more peace signs 
More smile 

More resolve 

More guiles 

the city never sleeps 
Never ever it weeps 
Shows world the way 

to bear and sustain 
Which has become inevitable 
For civility day by day 

The city is not New, 
Getting yorked 

is also not made new to it 
By those cruel eyes 

but this magnifique 

never lies down 

lets itself tied down 
Stands on its own 

to nurture life again 


Without fail 


Without pain 

Without gain 

Without refrain 

The city is getting stature 
Because of its ever 

Stand out nature. 


Ashish Kumar Pathak: | am a middle school teacher posted at 
Munger district in Bihar province of India. | have got a letter 
of appreciation from the President of India for my poem. | 
have been conferred world union of poets gold cross medal 
for my contribution in the world book ‘Complexion-Based 
Discrimination’ along with other writers. 


SONG OF A HANDKERCHIEF 
A handkerchief in my heart 
Needlework of her from an ocean away 


Sleeps lonely in the pocket of my trouser 


Joy and pain both hidden 
In the colours of red, orange and yellow 


| ask to a Solitary rose who remains silent 


The lilting music of coloured glass bangles 
My gone by childhood and youth 


Napkins of cloud over the horizon 


Every day | deep down inside the handkerchief 
Smell changes, colour changes, 


From musk to lavender, white to rainbow 


Your love, freedom, pangs of my artery 


All are hidden 


Songs and poems about the dream 


She sleeps lonely. Listening to her own song 
In the hostile wind... 


Asoke Kumar Mitra: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. | 
am a retired journalist. | have contributed to various 
anthologies published in India and abroad. My poems are 
translated into Punjabi, Hindi, Italian, Spanish, French, 
Persian, Hebrew, Malay and Mandarin languages. My first 
collection of poems (bilingual - in both English and Spanish), 
titled ‘Savage Wind’ has been published in 2018. 


ANTHEM FOR OUR OWN CHILDREN 


We love pets and so we chose to be parents and tactfully 
steal their childhood. 


We love horses and so we pitilessly burden them with our 
unbridled desire. 


We love dogs and so we rob them off their spontaneous 
movement. 


We love parrots and so we make them devour the dry yellow 
pages. 


Children of immortality they are not. 
Children of love they are not. 


Children of ‘man’ they are not. 


They are investments. 
They are corporate. 


They are crippled. 


Destined 
Dizzied 
Doomed. 


Avik Kumar Maiti: He is a poet and writer from Midnapore. 
He is a permanent ESL teacher at Belda Gangadhar Academy, 
West Bengal. He likes to travel, explore the locale with 
cultures, to drink life to the lees', passion in humanity and 
drenched in literature. He believes that God is there and one 
day everything will be fine again. He believes in the flame 
eternal that is within us, which may cause a miracle with just 
a sympathetic touch. 


Your consent 

They say. 

They ask your consent 
Not to value it 
Individually, 

But to align it 

With their decision. 


Ayshwaria Sekher/ Icecamp: She is an_ International 
Relations graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. She searches 
about the self through practices that seem conducive to the 
naked eye but weathers the spirit. She believes in the 
conditional-unconditional love of a dog and no others. She 
extends reality from books and tries to achieve vice versa. 
She shuns the ‘isms,’ but cannot escape the brackets cast. A 
bundle of contradictions in short! 


A LETTER TO MY DAUGHTER # 3 
(From: Letters To My Daughter) 


Dearest Daughter, 


Soon, So soon, you are more 

Out of your baby sling than in it. 

| say to myself: 

Each phase we transit 

Will vanish and never reappear. 

This thought splashes like icy water. 

| am sobered and 

| say to your image lighted within my heart: 
Let’s make the most of each day 

You and | spend together, daughter. 
For you, all hours are quality time. 

A parent who steals time from a child 
Steals from the world’s happiness. 
Let’s not fritter away this shining day 


By bothering all too much about later. 


| ask myself: 

Won't we need a Valley full of 

Shining days if we are not to 

Sink in the sludge of a despondent world 
Of dark mean back streets 

Of poverty, and 

Of glittering mean high streets 

Of over-plenty, 

Of poor hearts constricted, contracted. 


Of rich hearts constricted, contracted 


For five years 

(Not all the time, daughter!) 

| sling you 

In your over-the-shoulder carrier, 
Multicoloured like the rainforest itself. 
But look - here we go - 

Still we ramble among rainforest, 
Hopping behind a waterfall cascade 


Or swimming in creek or billabong. 


Still we wake to wonder. 

Still the Valley lights us up. 

Still, so many creatures are not shy of us. 
And you and | are leaf green light. 

And we are creatures among creatures. 
You follow things, you name things. 

You question the forest 

To see what the forest tells you. 

You discover things all the time. 

You romp after a bush turkey 

That shows you how you 

Can romp faster than you think. 

You feed creatures with their right food, 
And tread the earth with a soft foot. 

In wonder, you lose your fear of 

Snakes, of wasps, and the like, 

And yet gain wise caution. 

You puzzle at soldier ants 

Disappearing into their dirt mounds, 


And ask: Where do they go, Daddy? 


And I’m stumped for an honest answer. 
You ask: Can we dig down and find out? 


| divert your attention, at least this time 


| think and will think until | am ash: 
This daughter is a priceless gift, 
This daughter and this Valley, 

And this time, 

While we spend it together 


Barry Pittard: | am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, Australia. | 
am a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have also worked as 
an NGO among the socially marginalised. | have broadcast on 
social just and world music themes on community radio. In 
the theatre, | worked as an actor, director and writer. 
Presently, | am doing a personal dance sadhana, extensively 
using the superb music of Uma Mohan. 


OUR LOVE 

My love for you 

| will explain 

It's like a mighty river 


Recharged by rain 


It's like the revolving of earth 
On its axis called rotation 

It's like a speeding boat 

On the mighty ocean 


No one will ever stop our love's motion 


Our love is like the tall trees 
In a mighty forest 
It's like a classic song 


With the most beautiful chorus 


My love for you 

Will never end 

My love for you will always stand 
In to Zion the most beautiful land 


Bevan Boggenpoel: | am a poet residing in Port Elizabeth, 
South Africa. | work as a teacher at Bethelsdorp Road Primary 
School. | have contributed to various anthologies. | have 
published one anthology of poems. | am also an author at a 
South African website known as Litnet (Literature Network in 
South Africa). 


CANDLE SHADOW 
Feathers drip with ink 
Painting memories 
Drawing back from 
humorous horrors 
that ina dam down 
our hill we drink 
with crocodiles. 
Vultures eye 

to feed on that 

is not waking. 
Grass grow on 
kitchen floors 
mama forgot 
patterns of angels 
Main gate becomes 
a shadow of fear 
and disturbance 


when papa choose 


temporary flowers 

instead watching 

the crown sheltering 

the house. 

Sometimes we hide 

behind a candle shadow 

and pray for unity in this home 
We still drink with crocodiles 
down the dam our hill 

and they still know 

what is for prey 


Bheki BO. Nxumalo: | am a poet residing in Newcastle, South 
Africa. | work as a stage actor and musician. | have 
contributed in anthologies such as Glomag, Fedilities V and 
Sol Plaatje European Union anthology. 


WHAT LOVE IS 

We don’t see the twists and bends in the road 
of life as we make our blind way, yet still 
when we’re there, we learn to shoulder its load. 
| find | didn’t know real love until 

| was bound to raise a broken child. 

who was given this, not a life he chose. 
Seeing him in bed, | am reconciled 

to arms and legs forming a sprinter’s pose, 
splayed in action never to be taken: 

a serene child who will never know 

romantic affection yet will take in 

sincere love he will spread and cause to grow. 
The lump in my throat is not some tumor. 


It’s the prying pulse of my heart’s tremor. 


Bill Cushing: | am a writer residing in Los Angeles, California. | 
work as an English college lecturer. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published in various journals, 
magazines, and newspapers. | was honored as one of the top 
ten poets of Los Angeles in 2017 and have been collaborating 
with a musician offering public performances under the 
name Notes and Letters. 


IMMOVABLE IN LOVE 

The day goes limping out of my home- 
Unsteady on prosthetic legs; 

A momentary delay at the threshold- 
Before darkness comes in, 


Crawling on all fours. 


The cosmos of the wheelchair- 

Pain, the black hole sucks us both in. 

Yet you would light a star, 

And from that hook in the corner- 

Hang a crescent moon, our erratic lantern. 
There was fire in the hearth, 

In the heart, in the eye, 

In the lips, in every cell; 

A fire that dies leaving no ashes, 

How can the enchanted bird rise- 

Soaring to the galaxy of my departed limbs, 


Reborn as stars? 


The music of planets turns funereal, 


As we kiss and part. 


You are a sigh, reeling homeless in empty space, 
| am in love with you and | dissipate; 

Where have you vanished? 

A phantom limb treads - 

The length and breadth of the space, 


Searching for you. 


In my room, 

Severed limbs of light- 

Lay scattered on the floor; 
Blood oozes as droplets of dark- 


Till the cosmos drowns in a trickle. 


Bini B.S.: She is currently an academic fellow at Balvant 
Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other Human 
Sciences, Gujarat, India. Her articles, poems and translations 
have appeared in Journals and anthologies. She is the editor 
of Anekaant: A Journal of Polysemic Thought. Her poems 
were part of an anthology of corporeal poems titled ‘A 
Strange Place Other than Earlobes: Five Poets, Seventy 
Voices’ (Sampark, 2014). She is the winner of the 2016 J. 
Talbot Winchell award presented by the Institute of General 
Semantics for her contributions to the discipline of general 
semantics, which she received in a ceremony in New York on 
October 21, 2016. 


THE INTRUDER 

Slowly the clock moves on 

My life and yours move not 

She holds me in her vice-like grip 

Her terror fills my world and | cannot sleep 

| feel the silence of the stalked 

and could not hold you when you walked 

Away from me because of a fault 

You Say it isn't my fault and we are not a fullstop 
Today | can hope that her drinking won't break my slumber 
Tomorrow | can work and this in all despair remember 
But it will end say our well-wishers and | believe 
Tomorrow life starts, no dreamy make believe 


Bristi Manjima Bandyopadhyay: Hi, | am from Delhi and like 
penning poetry. | am a content writer and editor by 
profession, a part-time versifier by inclination. Hope you 
enjoy my poem. 


LET US 

Aa Ab Laut Chalen 

Come let us go back 

here it is fury, rape, mayhem 
one dreads to talk 

speak, react 

smell of blood in the air 

come let us go back 

butterflies made us chase then 
songs delighted us 

death in neighborhood 

made us cry 

happiness grief shared in equal measure 
clouds dark 

did not threaten us 
manufacturing paper boats 
ventured like Columbus 
dreams occupied night 
strolled to school 


ran back home 


stole mangoes 

ate and relished 
fought and met 
friends forever 
those days 

yes 

today money is god 
love things 

use people 

that period 

seems distant past 
but still, still 

Come let us go back 


Chalo ab laut chalen 


Chandramohan Naidu: | am a retired bank employee, now a 


freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai. | am 


part of the poetry circle that meets every first Wednesday of 


the month. | am writing poems to be subsequently brought 


out into a collection. 


A DAY AT THE COLOSSEUM 

What are they dying for? What do they think 
They can accomplish? | ask myself here, 
Wishing for better circus acts and drink, 

Who is this God whom they must hold so dear? 
Why do they do it? Living is easy, 

Better sacrifice to the gods than this, 

Just say some words (that lion looks sneezy), 
Just go through the motions — don’t die like this. 
| almost feel sorry for them, almost, 

| could not believe anything that much, 

To die like that for it, to make that boast, 
Testing my faith by lion tooth’s clutch. 

Well that’s over. How can this cult survive? 

Can these zealots’ deaths give birth and thrive? 


Christopher Villiers: | am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master’s degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 


REBELLION 

When did it all change, the moment 
your life was filled with emptiness 
What was important before all 
submerged into insignificance 

A blear necklace, beaded by 


lustreless pearls of despondency 


Sleep ... all you need is to sleep eternally 
Hide yourself in a welcomed hibernation, 
cherished by the meek embrace of ignorance 
A cacophonic explosion of voices, 

consistent by its loudness and contradiction, 


barges into your brain 


Confusion, a pungent impression is 
left behind in your brain, an invitation 


to an act of immediate vigor: Rebellion 


Daginne Aignend: | am a poet, writer and photographic artist 
residing in the Netherlands. | have contributed and published 
into various anthologies. | have a fun project website 
www.daginne.com 


COLUMBUS DAY 
Columbus Day 
There is a Question: History or conversation. 
There will not be going on 
If | myself take refuge 
Inside this celebration. 

My complete anger and there is hope, joy. 
There are signs of promise 
Creative and powerful energy... 
There is hope, there is a promise 
Everywhere there are signs. 
Columbus’s arrival in the Americas 
As/or Day of the Race also 
Without promises, no hope. 

Look at it: 

Everywhere is tragedy and sadness 
There is a New World 
Neither hope nor hopelessness. 

The experience of this Columbus Day’ 


Dimensions 


Has generated a new context 
And Go on. 


Daniel de Culla (1955): | am a Poet and Writer residing in 
Burgos, Spain. | work as a retired civil servant. | have 
contributed to various anthologies. | have also published 
(novels, poetry anthologies (more than 73). The last 
Certificate of Recognition from VIII ELILUC Miami, Florida, 
USA, December 9, 2017. 


EMILY AS | GET IN HER CAR 
Emily wanted to drive 
to the river. She 


wanted me to drown 


some ghosts of mine. 
| took her 


at her metaphor. 


She was serious 
& literal. Never wear 


your good shoes 


when Emily buys 
a new car to drive you 
to the river. 


Darren C. Demaree: He is the author of five poetry 
collections, most recently “The Nineteen Steps Between Us” 
(2016, After the Pause Press). He is the Managing Editor of 
the Best of the Net Anthology and Ovenbird Poetry. He is 
currently living in Columbus, Ohio with his wife and children. 


LYRICAL LOVE 

Glazed with a tinge of honey, the sun sank into the sea 
Slowly melting into the lyrical waves 

My body swirled on the wet sand and evolved on my toe 
You came to me with all your charm, 

And | drank life through your lips 

You murmured on the nip of my neck, 

And cascaded your fingers through my back 


You ran your lips over my shoulders and gently to the depth 
of my core 


And all my love evolved out as a volcanic belabour 

The waves consumed the sun to its heart, 

Evolving a bright darkness from its womb 

To the edges of the waves, the blue got a deeper tone 
spreading love over the world more 

And thousands of life starts dancing with its voluptuous flow 


And yes to that point of immenseness and to the enormous 
eruption of life force 


You took me inside you and merged with my soul. 


Debjani Mukherjee: | am a poet and a writer from Surat 
(India). | have contributed to various national and 
international anthologies. 


SESHNIE 


To Seshnie Padayachee on celebrating your 18th birthday 
on 15 March 2009 far away from your father. 


God must be wonderful, if you could have come from Him. 
You crawled onto my chest, Seshnie, 


Your little, three-year-old fingers brushed aside the 
newspaper. 


Your smiling, cherubic face, full of innocent affection, peered 
happily at me. 


You held my head in your little hands, your lips covered my 
face with kisses. 


Everything about you radiated a timeless, all-encompassing 
love, 


A love daughters reserve especially for their fathers. 


In your eyes and in your thoughts, | see glimpses of my 
father's wisdom. 


In your voice | hear traces of my mother's confidence, and 
your mother’s drive 


In your caring and compassion | see my father's love, 


In your behaviour | see the humanity of my father's heart. 


In your writing and your sense of justice, in your 
perseverance and your insight, 


Your energy, your passion, and your intelligence, | see shards 
of your parent’s essence. 


It is heart-warming for me to know that | am part of the 
melanin in your skin, 


The haemoglobin in your blood, the love in your vision, 
The throb of your heart, the insight in your mind, 


The tears in your eyes, the laughter in your Spirit. 


You came to us from God, and when | return to God, 


| pray that | might leave an aroma of exquisite memories with 
you, 


My first begotten child, now a promising, beautiful young 
lady 


On the threshold of your exhilarating life. 


Deena Padayachee: | am an Author and Poet, residing in 
Durban, South Africa. | work as a physician. | have 
contributed to various international and South African 
anthologies. Three of my books have been published. | have 
been awarded the Olive Schreiner prize for prose by the 
English academy of Southern Africa. 


MATILDA’S LOST PEARLS 


On the night of the thirteenth full moon, Matilda set her soul 
free 


A dazzling white light engulfed her the very next moment 
And followed her everywhere thereafter. 


She went to the log house in the woods where she found her 
first love 


But the golden pearls she left behind were not to be found 
there anymore. 


Through her entire life, through her desire to stay alive, 

To be the right wife, the right mother and the grandmother, 
Through her everlasting desire to unite with her paramour, 
She always waited for the right moment, 

To rediscover the pearls of her childhood and the early years. 


Now that her soul was set free on the night of the thirteenth 
full moon 


She went to the sea to ride with the wave 

To cross the Atlantic and take the road to Santiago 

But instead the wave took her to an old man’s hermitage 
On the shore of the North Sea in a faraway land. 


She waited for ages to ask the old man for the pearls 


But when he arrived after a thousand years, all that he 
managed to say 


Was that the pearls were everywhere in the earth, 


Only that most men and women with a clouded heart fail to 
see. 


The pearls of wisdom were there everywhere, in every land 
and every sea, 


Everywhere around her, but Matilda failed to see, 


Through her desire to conform, to be someone that she was 
not to be. 


Dipankar Sarkar: Poetry is my passion, but | do not write 
regularly. Sometimes, words just flow out of nowhere and 
completely inundate me, force me to live an experience of 
writing. That’s poetry for me. | work as the Chief Content 
Officer of iDreamCareer.com, India’s largest career 
counselling organisation. 


LOVE LOSS LAUGHTER 


Love — Life with you was what ignited my whole being. Just 
the essence of you made me drown in blissful swirling 
emotions beyond the feeling of bravely crossing an endless 
ocean like a sudden flood sweeping me along sharp corners 
to an unknown destination but my love for you created a 
whirlpool of comforting bliss, your radiating aura endless still 
enveloping me comforting me soothing me... 


Loss — Life without you seemed impossible as | once again got 
swept away by floods of raging emotions with each surge of 
agony like a dam burst on slow motion replay with no rescue 
in sight just my howling halo further deepening my widening 
fissure whilst | attempt to measure my loss of love lost but 
how do | mend my shattered heart still punctured with ruby 
shards draining my life force? 


Laughter — | could have easily given up or willingly dive into 
an eternal abyss but the jewel you left me has revived my 
fading life. Our darling daughter has grown up to be a shining 
star in my healing halo. Her bubbling laughter like your echo 
from the hereafter, giving me renewed hope as | pour my 
love endlessly to protect her nurture her defend her commit 
my life to her and the memory of us hoping to accept the loss 
of you just by doing the best | can to honour the best of you 
doing the best for her... 


Don Beukes: | am a writer of poetry and short fiction residing 
in Bretagne, France. | am a Teacher of English and 
Geography. | have contributed to various anthologies in 
English, Afrikaans and Farsi. My debut publication in a South 
African Anthology was published in August 2018 in 
collaboration with three prominent South African poets. 


MISTRESS MINE 

She intrudes, unbidden, insistent. 
And, unamused am l, as | anticipate 
the sleepless nights 

of groping--poking--stroking 
through darknesses and light, 
through darknesses and light, 


until, satiated, she abandons. 


And, emptied like a snakeskin, 

sucked grapeskin dry, 

anxiously | await our next assignation. 
Be she succubus 

or be she muse, 

matters not to me. 


Duane Vorhees: | am a poet residing in Farmersville, Ohio, 
USA. |am a retiree. | have contributed to various anthologies. 
| have also published poetry anthologies. | operate a daily 
creative arts e-zine, duanespoetree. blogspot.com. 


SMILE 
Translated by Artur Komoter 


The world of the past 
departed by train, 
never 

to return. 


Time together available no more. 


Remembering 

caring parents 

sometimes brings back a smile, 
but 

nothing will be like 

it was before departure. 


Too many empty chairs. 
Too many empty plates. 
They lived here so long. 


It still feels 
that once, 
that together, 
that... 


Eliza Segiet: | am a poet, playwright, residing in Cracow, 
Poland. | work as philosopher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published (drama, poetry anthologies 
— 6 Author's poem ‘Questions’ was the Publication of the 
Month (August 2017) and the International Publication of the 
Year (2017) in Spillwords Press 


Naked eyes 

The cold black eyes bare the darkness 
they bore for a million times 

pearly dead in their vision 

still thirsting for 

a drop that will slide down its iris 


Elvira Lobo: She is an avid blogger and has penned her debut 
‘It’s My Life - A poetic journey from No one to Someone’ and 
recent The Revelation as an author. She is a keen enthusiast 
and a budding poet who paints an empty canvas with her 
verses that nudge your very heartstrings. She has many of 
her works published both at the national and international 
level in different anthologies. 


HER PRINCE AND HER PAUPER 
She peered into his life 

Only to find a kind heart. 

A generous, most giving heart. 
A man of steel 


Yet soft and forgiving 


She's travelled the world 


Searching endlessly for such a treasure 


A brilliant mind 
One to be desired by all 
The ultimate prize to many 


Jealous and envied by numerous well-wishers 


She had no complaints 


He had no faults 


Perfectly perfect 


Was an understatement 


His legacy was not dollars 


It was respect 


His crown wasn't made of gold and diamonds 
It was made from blood and tears. 


His blood and His tears 


a Prince to her and a Pauper to the world... 


Fathima Zara Khan: | am 29 years old. Scorpion by nature, 
Poet by pain, Lawyer by profession...Lover of life by choice! | 
started writing when my tears stopped flowing about life's 
trials and tribulations. It's an escape and my own personal 
survival guide. 


“What is a poem?” you ask 
You ask 
“What is a poem? 


And what is there in a poem?” 


“What makes one write one? 


And what makes one read one?” 


Why don’t you try? 
What don’t you try by yourself? 


The proof is in the pudding as they say 


Dig into the red pudding in front of you 

It may seem disgusting 

Disgusting and fascinating at the same time 
The sight may be nauseating 


The taste is not 


You do not know you 
As you go about life without a clue 
About things you can do 


Gauri Dixit: | am a poet residing in Pune, India. | work as a 
software professional. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published one poetry collection. | 
have been awarded the Reuel International Award for the 
most Promising Poet for 2018. 


CAGELESS 

| was never made for the cage 

The blues of the sky, always | aspire 
Walls can never keep me confined 


A world beyond the horizon | wish to redefine 


Sunshine makes me glow bright 
Moon loves me to see in silvery delight 
Crazy wind likes to ruffle my hair 


Being in love, | feel one with nature 


| would sit on the fleecy clouds 
Flying with the wayward wind 
Like a bird without looking down 


To kiss the blue mountains 


My soul harmonises with the melody 
Showers of rain drench every inch of my body 
Winter sun makes me bask in scarlet joy 


The sunshine of love blossoms enjoy 


When the western sky sings lullaby 

Endless dreams soothe the horizon 

My weary soul surrenders in the arms of silence 
And the profound night counts the stars in darkness. 


Gayatree G Lahon: | am a poet residing in Dibrugarh, India. | 
work as a teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies, 
both national and international. | have been invited to the 
11th Guntur International Poetry Fest. 


INHUMANE INKS 

The words, in fact swords 

Written by his tongue on her heart; 
Penetrated deep, deadly and lethal 
She; forever stained 

With those inhumane inks 


Of his dark and evil intentions! 


She; living somewhere 

Beneath the layers of her skin 
Scared she is, frightened and dead. 
Her demons screaming louder, 

Her insecurities getting foster, 


Trying to swallow the rest of her; 


She; done with it 
She couldn't take it anymore 
Cried, caught and tired; 


She reached the point 


Where she is no more 


What she was used to be. 


She; decided to wash him off 
From those dreadful strains 

And from every part of her pains 
She; buried her fears 

behind those thought sheets 


Of her hardened emotions. 


She; altered her stance 
And determined to rewrite 
Her verses in her own inks 
Now, 

She is unstoppable 

As an arrow rooted from 


A mighty strong bow. 


Gayatri Mavuru: She is a Bhubaneswar-based poet, artist, 
social activist, choreographer, educator and _ social 
entrepreneur. She is the founder and Director of Cherry 
Blossoms Pre-School. She is also the founder and a managing 
trustee of Sri Gayatri Vidya Vikas Educational Trust, which 
deals with women empowerment and education for the 
underprivileged, and promotes art, culture, literature and 
heritage. Her book ‘Sizzling Verses - Drizzling Colours’ 
presents a unique blend of poems and paintings, attesting 
her skill in using the pen and the paintbrush with equal 
finesse. Her works have been published in various national 
and international magazines. Recently she has compiled and 
edited two national Anthologies entitled Vasudha and 
Vasudha 2. 


She slowly spreads her blanket 

Covering all in darkness, 

Sprinkles a few stars, 

Drops a moon, 

To light their dreams, 

Puts them to peaceful sleep 

In her protective embrace/arms. 

Her lullaby, the cool breeze among leaves 
On moving tree branches, 

They play a tune only she knows. 

Then she looks down, lovingly, 

Her gaze pausing at every child, 

She gently touches them with her fingers, 
Smoothens their hair falling on their faces, 
Ah! She is blind. 

She cannot see the flaws, the imperfections 
In her protection. 


Her own children after all! 


Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for a long time. She is 
now a Freelance Journalist and an Educational Consultant. 
She has conducted many creative workshops for children of 
all age groups. Her interests include reading, writing, music 
and travelling. She writes stories for children. A book of her 
poems ‘To My Violin’ was published recently. 


AN ANGRY MOTHER 

An angry mother is never really angry, 

She just is so frustrated she flies into a fury, 
When she is not heard, seen, felt or discerned, 


She calls out and hollers like winds of summer she burned, 


A mom is never vengeful or vindictive, 
Neither is she conniving, elusive or manipulative, 
She tries to say all that she can is a way effective, 


Then goes on a rampage deliberately destructive. 


A mother is not vulnerable or naive or convoluted, 
She just is so fed up being taken for granted, 
She stirs up hot and sour soups in her cauldron variegated, 


Now a volcano, then a hot spring or lava island isolated. 


A mother never expects much in return, 


A simple hug, an endearment, a flower bound with a fern, 


She who endows harvests bountiful as she toils in a season’s 
churn, 


She is knowledge personified, an oracle, there’s much to 
learn, 


A mother waits silently watching all that transpired, 
She’II never walk out, abandon with a mind that conspired, 


But just lets herself flow like a cascade from a fountainhead 
fired, 


By an inferno that makes a deluge rage inspired. 


Yet she forgives, embraces, mollycoddles, strokes, 


The human, God, angel, saintly, rational, empathetic she 
evokes. 


Geethanjali Dilip: | am a poet, residing in Salem, Tamil Nadu,. 
| work as a French teacher. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published four co-authored 
anthologies. | am a proud recipient of the Reuel International 
Prize 2017 for Poetry. 


A DOCTOR IN THE HOUSE OF THE LORD 
My friend is a surgeon 

He cuts 

And repairs 

The jolly black boys 

Who get carted in 

In SA 

It’s a body-wash 

And a quick re-spray 

To fender off 

In the traffic 

For those black offenders 
Of darkest night 

Hopping 

A train 

They go 

To avoid the wires 

Of the hi-generation lines 
Where they 


Dance on a hot, tin roof 


But my friend works patiently 

At his cutting-board 

Piecing together his patients 
Turning out Frankensteins 

And flushing the shit 

Down the can 

And Cannery Row still 

Glistens 

In the bright South African sun 
Affording jobs to workers 

Who don’t go down the black mines 
To dig 

For gold and diamonds 

“Diamonds on the soles of her shoes” 
As they all ride 

In that train to heaven 

Glory-bee 


Excelsior in the Hi-est 


Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 


| LIVE 

In just outside the clock 

along the periphery of your dreams 

an invisible line in picture frames 

as a criss-cross in your hand 

in a story never to be told 

in just an intake of breath 

in fading ink of yellow parchment paper 
in a fleeting knowledge of your soul 

in the realms of the Universe 

where | am with God 

looking down upon you 

ina dream 

that vanishes like mist with the dawn 

in a sudden lightening moment of truth 
in the knowing smile with which | left you 
once again to your mundane existence 


| Live. 


Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer residing in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. She is the Editor and Publisher of GloMag. 
She works as a language editor and Quality Analyst. 


THE COSMIC DANCER 

She is magical full of mystery 
she the cosmos the universe 
she is turbulent yet ecstatic 

she pervades over infinity 

she is time without end 

her restless spirit wanders 
converges through the vastness 
of time and space 

transcending over all creation 
her regal gown the colours of the 
rainbow flowing in the mist 

she dances in rhythm 

With the seasons 

With the tides, with the winds 
her nimble fingers 

beating ragas on the damaru 
Her heart beating in tempo 
with the dance of bliss 


her dance churns the cycle of creation 


preservation, dissolution , illusion 
she is the stillness that glades 

over the forest and the oceans 

she is the cosmic dancer 

dancing in rhythmic silence 

no mortal can perceive her silence 
nor perfect the semblance of her dance 
she is beyond all perception 

she is beyond our mundane thoughts 
and narrow imaginations 

darkness and light the twin dwellers 
inseparable from her cosmic soul 

she the primordial mother nature, 
her energy transcends the chaos 


and harmony of the universe. 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers’ Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 


TO YOU... 
To God, who 


Cut off my prayers 


To the words that 


Forsaken its meanings 


To the bitterness that 


Blossomed in the sweetness 


To the death that 


Gave birth to me again 


To the oblivion that 


Suffocated my memories 


To the daylight that 


Drowned my dream of you 


To the breeze that 


Fetched away your fragrance 


To the rains that 


Burned my desires 


To the snow that 


Chilled my wishes 


To the floods that 


Inundated my thoughts 


| call your name, Poem 
And sign off as |am 
Not born to be yours... 


Haneefa C.A.: He is English Teacher at Government Girls’ 
Higher Secondary School, Kodungallur, Thrissur District, 
Kerala. He is a poet aspirant who regularly writes in various 
media. 


RAMBLING BEATS 
Everything jibes the sphere - sounds of union 


As we love music, we live in music 


So there it is fluxing through our oblivious, dubious, grievous 
bodies 


Like saline water and crimson blood passing through us. 


The fire it ignites, the blood it burns, the queasiness it brings 
bestows 


My soul the infrangible grapple on my infinite being. 


The bells of love enkindles the inhumed melodies of heart, 


The cravings which breathe on ad hominem flesh and fire. 


Music feeds my soul to the last string 


Where even the infinity is, but in bounds. 


Ah! This music makes me remember the tale of Maulana 
Rumi (r.a) 


Which he once whispered in my ear, 


A thirsty man climbs a walnut tree 


Growing on the shore of a flowing steam 


Walnuts he plucks one by one and throws in the stream 


The sound, the alluring music it creates 
When walnut hits the surface of water 


He watches the bubbles and listens to the sound so keenly, 
so carefully. 


A wise pedestrian seeing this shouts and advices, 


"Hey man, you will regret this, till you reach the ground, the 
water will have carried away the walnuts". 


"AHH! Dear, | ain't here for the walnuts but 


| yen for the music they make when they hit", He replies. 


Imran Yousuf: He is a Poet/Writer/Columnist from Kashmir, 
India. Currently working as Columnist and Journalist, he has 
contributed his poems to various magazines, journals and 
international anthologies. He has also written a series of 
articles about the great Poets of the Kashmir Valley (starting 
from 14th century) that were published in various 
newspapers and magazines and now being compiled into a 
book, expected to be launched soon. 


CHANCE OR CHOICE 

Being born for particular parents, 
Is a choice. 

To maintain, nurture relationships 
Lifetime, is a choice. 

Life's journey, path 

Is laid more by 

Our choices - 

Hinges on our decisions - 

Right or wrong. 

People we Meet in life, 

Is a chance meeting. 

It's our choice 

To make or break. 

Success in life 

Is not matter of chance, 

But more of choices - 

Decisions we make. 

Birth and Death are chances - 


No Choice. 


In between, Life has 
More choices than chances. 


Jagadish Prasad: | am writer residing in Chennai, Tamilnadu, 
India. |!am an HR and Media consultant/Resource Person and 
also a partner in an HR/Talent Resources consultancy 
company. | have contributed poems to the annual magazine 
of Chennai poets circle, Chennai. | have also contributed 
prose and poetry to the in-house magazine of IOB (lobian). 


WATERCOLORS 

Each evening 

As my village grows cold, 

| stand on the empty road and behold 

You paint the sky for me - 

You give me 

The tangerine of the setting sun 

Along with waves of plum, green, mint, and peach 
Cooled with soothing lavender on the side 

Just within my palms' reach. 


Your watercolors or mine? 


You include, every time 

All my favorite hues 

And | - charmed, bewitched 

Watch it all with dew-filled eyes. 

| feel the tumultuous music in my pulse 

Grow louder with your every brushstroke, 
Gathering desires like flowers your colors invoke. 


The crescendo touches yearning and time... 


We merge in swirls of painting brushes - 
Your watercolors or mine? 


Jagari Mukherjee: | am a poet residing in Kolkata, India. | 
work as a freelance content writer. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | have also published a collection of 
poems. Recently, my poem "Soap Cake" was nominated for 
Best of the Net 2018. 


EFFORTS! 

Efforts, or 'Karma' you can say 

It's something which makes all the difference 
It's something which will define you 

It's something which will make you 

It's something which will cherish you 

It's something which will amaze you 

It's something which will tickle you 

It's something which will capsize you 

It's something which will shake you from inside 
It's something which will make you happy 

It's also something which will make you mad 
It's something which will make you inquisitive 
It's something which will teach you how to love 
It's something which will make you who you are 


Well, it's something which will make you realise the 
importance of 'Life'!! 


Jayant Singhal: | am a writer residing in Delhi, India. | am an 
Economics student. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | am currently holding the position of Joint 
Secretary of my department. 


STRONGER THAN THE SWORD?? 

| fight for this 

| bleed for this 

I’ve been down on my knees for this 
| pray for this 

| scream for this 

| dream for this 


lam this! 


My pen is stronger than the sword 
my heart beats for everything | adore 
my dreams can be nightmares 

my fears come to life 

nightmares knock knock knocking 

on my door 

my pen is stronger than the sword 

| will not quit 

this is what | am here for 


| am stronger than the sword. ?? 


| am a soldier the ink flows hard 
lam an example 

watch my works of art 
flow down on the paper 
lam not a savior 

but | tell the truth 
here’s to the writers 
that try to make sense 
here’s to the poets 
writing out their regrets 
here’s to the authors 
telling their stories 
here’s to the misfits 


and all of their glory! 


My pen is stronger than the sword 
my heart beats for everything | adore 
my dreams can be nightmares 

my fears come to life 


nightmares knock knock knocking 


on my door 

my pen is stronger than the sword 
| will not quit 

this is what | am here for 


| am stronger than the sword. ?? 


Misfits 

poets 

authors 

dreamers 

Pens Up to our madness 

we are the creatures 

of night and day 

our dreams will never go away 
call us losers 

call us freaks 

as we travel through the tunnels 
of our pipe dreams 


our realities are never what they seem. 


My pen is stronger than the sword?? 
my heart beats for everything | adore 
my dreams can be nightmares 

my fears come to life 

nightmares knock knock knocking 

on my door 

my pen is stronger than the sword 

| will not quit 

this is what | am here for 

| am stronger than the sword 


Jeffrey Oliver: | am a poet/lyricist, currently living in upstate 
New York. | have been writing for 20 years, | write my heart, 
soul and emotions and will never give up on this crazy dream 
of mine. | have been told that | have a captivating style when 
my work is registered in the minds of many. | am also a family 
man, | have a wonderful wife, who is my inspiration, as well 
as 7 beautiful children. Welcome to my mind. 


WHEN | WAS NEW 
When | was new 


and the world was new. 


So many roads to wander 
under a cerulean sky. 
Forbidden fruits to savor, 


forbidden lips to taste. 


Full of promise, flowers 
budding on the vine. 
Their perfume covering 


my fingertips. 


| hurried through each day 
alive with my songs. 
The moon rose just for me and 


stars burned just for me 


Every morning brought 
sunshine to my window. 
Another day filled with wonder 


waiting at my doorstep. 


Spring was greener then. 
When | was new 
and the world was new. 


Joan McNerney: | am a poet, residing in Ravena, USA. | am 
retired. | have contributed to various anthologies. | have also 
been published in approximately 700 online and_ print 
publications. Recently, | received my fourth ‘Best of the Net’ 
nomination. 


where can | chance everything 
and hit 
where the die dot hasn’t 


touched? 


the furled breeze and machinery 


flesh everything out. 


you live, also, with the inconstancy 


Joseph Elenbaas: | am a Christian writer, living in West 
Michigan. 


THE FEASTING 

Pay attention to the feast, 

the autumn solstice hosts all. 

A social affair with a lightness, 

above all others, is the barbeque. 

Twilight is, in its way, a prelude to darkness. 
Does the night make you quiver in delight? 

Is your heart beating with a quickness? 

| cannot help but stop and seek the offering. 
Watching those with knife and fork devour and 
tear it apart while the hungry shiver. 

How happy the times at the posh cafe! 

Draining the tall pints of ale while nibbling 

on kippers, crackers and corn fritters. 

| mourn the solstice while my generation slowly 
dies away. | mourn their deaths. 

Does the thought of death make one avoid life? 
The moonlight reigns our nights; the sunrise 


breathes anew. Bring on the harvest! 


Ken Allan Dronsfield: | am a disabled veteran, poet, and 
fabulist. | reside in Seminole Oklahoma, USA. | work full-time 
on my poetry, dabble in digital art and publish my poetry 
collections. | have contributed and have co-edited several 
anthologies. Thus far, | have published 3 poetry collections, 3 
poetry anthologies. My poetry was selected as the First Prize 
Winner in a recent major Nature Poetry Contest. 


VISHU WITH A DIFFERENCE 


"A dreamer is one who can only find his way by moonlight, 
and his punishment is that he sees the dawn before the rest 
of the world." - Oscar Wilde. 


I'm not not much of a dreamer, but yesterday early in the 
Vishu morning (when in Kerala we wake up to an illuminating 
sight called kani to welcome the new year) | went in search of 
an elusive sunrise at Ziro at an altitude of 1700 MSL in Lower 
Subansiri district in Arunachal Pradesh. It’s the land of the 
rising sun (Arunachal) all right but the rising sun at 4.50 AM 
at Ziro went hiding, subdued by dark clouds threatening a 
drizzle. | wanted to celebrate Vishu, as decreed by my friend 
Oscar Wilde, by walking in a trance at 4 in the morning, trying 
to find my way in moonlight and to see the dawn before the 
rest of us because sun rises first in Arunachal. 


Well, | did have a fine Vishu in a complete topsy-turvey 
manner. Having failed in my search for the rising sun, | made 
the best of my waking up at four by walking, jogging and 
climbing hills for four beautiful hours and clicking pictures, 
which made me so hungry | had rotis and boiled vegetables 
(the only veg stuff available) and milk, and then at two, made 
friends with three Nyishi fruit-sellers at Potin, who cut 
papaya and pineapple into small pieces and laced them with 
chilli powder to serve me my Vishu lunch. When | asked them 
if they had been to school, they said no because they were 
married at five and had babies at fourteen and fifteen, 


Nyishis being practioners of child marriage and polygyny till 
recently, proudly saying their daughters go to school and will 
find their partners on their own because times have changed 
and they won't allow child marriages any longer. One of the 
girls, in 9th class and helping in selling fruits in her summer 
break, beamed from ear to ear and said each of them make 
Rs. 1000 in daily sales and the profit is 50%, which means 
monthly sales of Rs. 30000 with a profit of Rs. 15000, flashing 
her school arithmetic in as abundant a measure as her 
beautiful white teeth. A memorable Vishu, which falls around 
spring equinox, when day and night are equal, men and 
women are equal and man and nature are balanced. Vishu in 
its golden hue of konna and cucumber is for equality and our 
bond with nature. 


Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in ‘simple living, simple thinking,’ welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and = avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 


THE FULL MOON OF JULY 


a Kiran Zehra Komail Poem 


Darling, June has gone 

Now here comes July 

But he hasn’t come to get me 

Sigh, sigh, sigh 

But | shall Wait. 

The last Saturday of June 

Was a magnificent full moon 

Said he “My love, | will come 

Kiss you and make you mine.” 

| waited. 

The moon amalgamated with the morning sky. 
But never came he, neither sent a note saying why 
Then rose the sun of July 

Through the clouds cracking colors 

And a rainbow saw I. 

A note then came saying he hath made plans 
To come and hold my hands 

But that was going to take time 


It was also going to take hope and orison. 


The Buck Moon, he promised. 
And as endless as this might seem 
| will wait again 

He may or may not sky in 

But with every passing moon 


| will only hope he comes soon. 
Kiran Zehra Komail: She is a poet living in Chennai, 


Tamilnadu, India. She works for Rotary News as the Sub- 
Editor of the English and Hindi magazine. Travel, gourmet 
and people to her are intriguing. Her poems and sketches are 
her theorem — simple yet deep and humble. 


AMIDST LIFE 

Oceans have waves, roads have twists, 
Grown-ups remain naive, if life is all a mist. 
Who knows what life is? 

Who knows when is our end? 

Circular or linear, does it really matter? 
What matters is the value, 

What matter is the worth, 

Happens to only few, rest stay oblivious. 
Come to think about it, 

That is when you realize the worth. 
Love, care and commitment, 

Faith belief and attachment, 

Above all, lies what we call as life. 

Some Say life is made of all these, 


Some say we make these in life, 


Who knows, after all, vision raises when end gazes. 
It is a dive, take it, swim or drown, 

From the guilt and sadness, comes the dawn. 

Open your eyes to the clean slate; it is a new day, 
Would it start with an “I can” or “Il may”? 


Lalantika Venkatraman: | am an amateur poet, performer in 
the field of performing arts, with a degree in counselling 
psychology residing in Bangalore, India. | am currently 
pursuing my Post graduation from Christ (Deemed to be a 
University). | also frequently volunteer and contribute to the 
NGO named ‘Compassionate Clowns’ in Bangalore. Being a 
beginner, | have only contributed to one anthology earlier to 
this submission. Contributions to online publications and 
anthologies has itself been an accomplishment for a student 


like me. 


IF IT WAS NOT FOR JESUS 
Where would 

I've been 

Maybe still getting drunk 


In a tavern or canteen 


Perhaps filling a pipe with weed 
Having a few puffs 
Or let away 


By police in cuffs 


Maybe still going around 
Robbing and stealing 
Not giving a dawn 


How the next person is feeling 


Probably still running around 
With the wrong crew 
While sleeping under a bridge 


Or in somebody's loo 


Maybe in a coffin 
Six feet underground 
Because of Jesus 


I'm still around 


Because of You Jesus 
I've been set free 

| no longer live 

But He lives within me 


Leroy Abrahams: He is currently working for the church, 
Victory Ministries International and also volunteers at times. 
Leroy loves to write, love people and children and God's 
Word. He enjoys hospital visits because there he prays for 
the sick and encourages them. Leroy's poems are true and 
full of emotion, which leave the reader in a good mood. Most 
of his poems are autobiographical and serve as a warning to 
the young and Christians who are facing tough times. Verse 
en Inspirasie is his first anthology and he promises that it's 
not his last. 


PULSE 

Through a net of dreams 
engraved in memory, 

| sensed the tempo of love 
between us, redolent kisses 
beyond midnight that kept me 
yearning. | dreamt your music 
was all | could hear from where 


your gentle spirit sung the psalm. 


At the start, | had no music. 

Only a plenitude of need to learn 
the lilt of love, 

performing. 

Then, came awakening, 

rhythm, rhythm, 


within sinews, into our very cells. 


Now, the pulse breathes 
on and on 


for as long as time itself. 


We will be, for as long as time itself. 


Linda Imbler: She is a poet and short fiction writer residing in 
Wichita, Kansas, USA. She’s a retired elementary school 
teacher with a great love of learning. She has contributed to 
over a dozen anthologies and has also published three poetry 
collections. She feels honored and very humbled to have 
been nominated in 2018 for one Pushcart Prize and twice for 
Best of the Net. 


THE DARK GIRL’S SONG 

From my book ‘Woman And Her Muse: Poetry and Memoir’ 
Being dark, fine-boned, with eager hands and mouth is okay. 
As long as your mind has enough wings 

To grind a fine paste of mustard seeds and yogurt 

And marinate dead fish pieces in the paste. 

To spray glass bottles of perfume in your sweaty armpits 
Beautify the earth of your blouse, the sky of your hairs 


The grass beneath your heels, and tickle the heart of your 
man 


With the star of your chuckles, a hit song, 


The bubbles of your sentences. 


Being dark, your heart and mouth jam, bounce, 


As you immerse in the pockets of a prolonged, dark, chirping 
night 


How many nights, how many shadows can you count? 
And when the familiarity of it all tears you down, you know 
Your long curls, the throbbing ache in your chests, 


As much as you know the fixations, the whisperings, 


The temptations to shun your own boundaries. 

Being dark, you must know when and where to ask— 
When you turned from a doll to a girl, 

When they will let you wax and wane 

In the architecture of your flesh, 

Being a dark girl, and a living human. 


Lopa Banerjee: She is a poet, author, editor and spoken 
words artist based in Dallas, Texas. She has brought out a 
memoir and poetry collection. She has also received the 
Reuel International Prize for Poetry (2017) and Reuel 
International Prize for Translation (2017) for her book 'The 
Broken Home’. She has co-edited two fiction anthologies. She 
is a spoken words artist who has been featured by Dark 
Moon Poetry, Dallas, and Renegade Voices Collective, Fort 
Worth, USA. 


A GIFT OF FOREVER 
When you were there, everything seemed like bliss. 


The reminiscences take me often to the wonderland of the 
paradoxical memoirs. 


Bewitching, beautiful and exhilarating delights. 
They were my extreme refuge from life's unworthy plight. 


The chord that got attached by your gentle affectionate 
attributes. 


Never had | felt all these exhilarations in life before | vouch. 


The perfect harmony of peace, happiness and love that one 
can have in store. 


Took me towards gratification and contented expedition 
unheard of before. 


Alas! never thought | need to be a bit aware. 

As some intrinsic moments touch you like waves and go. 
Drenching infinite, from head to toe. 

A deluge that lets you submerge, in its entirety. 

Yet, the soul remains perished deep down its entity. 
Scuffling inside, emotions making my eyes wet. 


Calling out thou name, | seek refuge once more. 


Your memories still exists as the best part of my life. 
A gift of forever, in just numbered days. 


Madhu Jaiswal: | am a poet, blogger and a social worker 
residing in Kolkata India. My write-ups have been published 
in various national and international anthologies and e-zines. 
A simple homemaker who believes in humanity and always 
tries to spread love, peace and harmony. 


ETERNAL LOVE 

| look into your eyes to see love in heaps, 

Silken strings of love our hearts are made of, 

As we hold our hands, even the pulsating veins understand 


The love flowing in them, hour after hour, throbbing with 
passions same. 


We were the flying birds in a life before, nesting where the 
oceans roared, 


In love necking and pecking, always together, flying and 
singing, 


Till we were done away by the gale, to be united again, 
create another love tale. 


Again we came together as the bumble-bee and the flower, 
Immersed in love of each other, drawing love's sweet nectar, 


We threw away all bother, thinking we will be forever 
together, 


Till | withered and perished, but our love we both cherished. 


| was the naughty wave, the ocean bore, you the vast chested 
shore, 


Living our love past, we would meet each other fast, 


Me lashing at and knocking your doors, with the gulls | was 
not ready to share you anymore, 


The day came near when | ebbed and waned, love unfulfilled, 
both pained. 


Our love remained to be born again 
As you hold me, | feel the love everlasting, 


The colourful passions undying, we may perish but our love is 
deathless, 


Our loving souls, endless, we will keep on coming back 
forever, never keep away from each other, 


For love is divine, immortal, perpetual, infinite and eternal. 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual writer 
(writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, blogger, life 
skills counsellor, healer, she is also a social commentator and 
works with women and children. She is the author of ‘The 
Night Jasmine And Other Love Poems’. She is the winner of 
Icon Of The Year-Lifeskills Counsellor 2015-2016, Creative 
Writer Of The Year 2016 and Indian Women Achievers Award 
2016 for Creative Writing. 


I'D DO SO MANY THINGS! 
I'd 

visit your mind 

that's clogged by 

too many details 

in the form of 

pages thickly populated 


with words and underlining. 


I'd 

travel down your 
gullet and settle 
in your heart 

like dust settles 
on window sills. 


Silently, without notice. 


I'd 
diffuse myself in the air 


surrounding you 


like a navigating 
molecule 


in your perfume 


I'd 

measure the 

arc of your smile 
that forms when 
you consciously 

feel the cliche 

in my love 


Mahitha Kasireddi: | am a poet residing in Hyderabad. | am 
currently studying M.A Women's Studies at TISS, Hyderabad. 
| have contributed to various anthologies. 


RAINY DAYS 

It's always the rain that does the trick, 
bringing us back, 

through the half-forgotten lanes, 


the trailing tune of Chaurasia's flute. 


| look at you; somewhat in a daze 
you look so young; fresh from college. 
Green hearts spinning like mad windmills, 


green hopes spread all over Maidan 


Through the lush acres we run 
till its abundance wanes to dull grey 
tufts of dried wilted grass; losing its way 


to the soot and dust of today. 


Yet some days are like the homing birds 
returning to my eyes in their verdant hues, 
rolling down my window pane 


reminiscent of a youthful me and you. 


Mallika Bhaumik: The poet had been a student of literature 
and did her masters in English Literature from the University 
of Calcutta. She is passionate about writing and many of her 
poems and stories have been published in National and 
International anthologies, well-known magazines. She is an 
event planner by profession and is fond of music, travelling 
and cooking. She lives with her husband and sons in Kolkata 
and is a proud Kolkatan. 


KRISHNA'S FLUTE 
Walking down the alley, 
Krishna with his flute 
plays inside my heart, 
raaga bihaaga, 

whose notes 

pour over me 

drops of swati*, 

his gleaming face, 

a gilded blue night, 

a moonlit shadow, 
smiles at me from 

a distance, 

his lips part like 

two noons, 

two copper coins, 
clinking inside a temple, 
his eyes pour over me, 
butterflies emerging 


from a maze 


of flowers , 

gliding up and down, 

dropping into my soul 

the entire cosmos, 

their paths today , 

have aligned 

to my jeevan chakra* 

that too spins to 

the music of his flute. 

NOTES 

swati* a constellation whose drop 
is considered pure. 

jeevan chakra* the circle of life 


Manisha Manhas: | am a poet residing in Pathankot, India. | 
work as a teacher. | have contributed to various anthologies 
national and international and have won poetry challenges. 


The roads, embarrassed and silent, are the same. 
The same billowing crowds jostle at the crossroads 
The same impatient steps in unceasing motion 


There’s no change in the inhaling and exhaling by the ocean 
and the silent lazing around by sand 


What is missing is your thrilling laughter 


The resounding absence of your light footsteps in the dome 
of my heart 


And an invitation to the celebration called life. 


Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 
multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats: 
whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 


HOME 

We carried our home on our backs. 
We learnt to keep our carapace light. 
But bits of life slipped in 

we never knew when, 

lodging themselves into crevices. 
We could never scrub them out. 
They spoke in strange tongues 

that burst upon our palettes 

in long ago memories. 

Nostalgia on our pulse points 
became our animal smell. 

Wisps of our past appeared 

with torrents of feeling; 

we were always without words. 
Sorrows, joys, lifts and falls, 
marked by milestones 

that blurred and vanished 

from our rear-view mirrors, 


mimicking our life. 


We keep our carapace light, 

We carry our homes on our back. 
We can set up house in a flash- 
The Great Indian Rope Trick. 

This is how the act ends- 

We can never go home. 


Maya Sharma Sriram: She is a full time poet and writer living 
in Mumbai India. Her work has appeared in an anthology and 
in many journals. She has also published a novel. She is an 
Elle Fiction Award Winner. 


CELEBRATION OF LOVE 

Pictured brightly of our good times 
The fiery golden yellow blossoms 

A delicate beauty to endure forever 
Underneath the soft spring moonlight 
Artistically arranged on the branches 
Nodding with the gentle breeze 
Brings back all the memories 

And the existence of our 

Pure long lasting love 

As friendship and care 

Wondering if you were 

Staring at them in awe 

Thinking of me smiling at you 

As you clicked this splendid shot 
Reminding you of our childhood 

You spoke of your love with this shot 
As | penned down in a few lines | care 
Nature so sweet bringing happiness 


Awakening our little souls 


Wrapping all our emotions 
In this fantastic picture of life 
With a poet's celebration of love 


Merlyn Alexander: | am a writer residing in Nagercoil, South 
India. I'm a homemaker. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have self-published six books on Haiku Poetry. 


WHILE THE SEASHELLS LISTEN, | THINK | LOVE YOU 
Lost love letters 

lost to the rolling blue sea 

of early morning seashells 

of late evening driftwood 

whenever waves roll high upon sand dunes 


or bring forth new sand at low tides recession, 


whenever the sea rolls... 


| think | love you. 


Your memories echo in the seashells- 
your love splashes back at me 

on the rolling whitecaps 

all day long 

while at sea 

and disappear each night 

as the white foam washes 


back out to sea. 


Or just at home, on a shelf, 
one seashell echoes- 

| love you 

a thousand echoes roll 


| love you. 


I’m a long way from the sea now, 
will you listen for me-- 
while they wash in 


and wash back out again? 


The seashells roll. 


Michael Lee Johnson: He is a dual citizen of the USA and 
Canada. He is a_ poet, freelance writer, amateur 
photographer, and small business owner in Itasca, Illinois. He 
has published in more than 1032 publications and he edits 
and publishes in 10 different poetry sites. He was nominated 
for 2 Pushcart Prize awards for poetry. He also has 166 
poetry videos on YouTube. He is the editor-in-chief of the 
anthology, Moonlight Dreamers of Yellow Haze and editor-in- 
chief of a second poetry anthology, Dandelion in a Vase of 
Roses. Michael is also editor-in-chief of Warriors with Wings, 
a smaller anthology. 


A BALLAD OF THE PATHWAY 

That pathway which lead to the serene blessedness 
Always lingers in my mind and there | do trace 
What it that makes poets to write? 


What is that their souls ignite? 


Was it love for earth, its smell, its green? 
Was it that like admiring a stupendous scene? 
Am | romantic like that Wordsworthian dream? 


What revolution have | taken part in? 


But that pathway so quiet and filled with life 
Does not that take away all post-modern strife 
And gives us all what we actually seek? 

The presence of God in the weak, the meek, 
And also that intangible force which stays 


For million years, zillion nights and days, 


That pathway so tranquil and long 
Is like the birth of an eternal song, 
And poets old, young, new and half known 


Have all travelled that in or out of their town, 


They had made the world and how the world made them 
Poets the travellers of that pathway, all the same. 


Moinak Dutta: | am a fiction writer and poet. | work as a 
teacher. I’ve got two published novels. Many of my poems 
are published in national and international anthologies, 
ezines, dailies and magazines and journals. | have reviewed 
books of poetry and stories. My review of The Upanisads was 
translated and introduced by V.J.Roebuck. | love 
photography. 


TIME TAKES A TOLL AS IT ROLL 

Some days | don’t want to wake up 

but, rings an alarm, the body clock. 

Unknowingly in a routine, my feet like a machine 
synchronised with my shallow breathing 

starts moving towards a monotonous regime. 

| move to... all that means everything to me, 

Knowing, neither will the efforts have any credits to contain 


nor will they have any attention to claim. 


| often have a brief conversation with myself 

in loneliness, my head buzzes with numerous questions 
and, the corridor suffocates with its haunting sincerity 
salvaging the cents of my ever malleable integrity. 
Asks, to count the footsteps that really matter, 

when the countless to and fro stops, 

would anybody really suffer? 

Yes, questions, bounce in the vacant abyss of my head 
what would change if I’m dead? 


On the wall that looks empty, bare of any picture of me 


..some day soon one might be hung dutifully. 


Again lonely, locked in the frame I'll talk to myself 
helplessly watch the chores being done by someone else 
not the way | liked, not the way had they been done. 
But then, someday their wrapping time too will come 

no one is indispensable...yes, no one. 

They'll be beside me in one of the frames, 

for, no one forever remains. 


Nandita Samanta: I’m a trilingual poet, writer, reviewer and 
an artist residing in Kolkata, India. | have contributed to 
national and international anthologies. My short stories 
feature in various reputed books and magazines. | have an 
anthology of 84 poems. I’m a relationship and parenting 
consultant and a secretary of creative forum. My poems have 
been translated in many languages and artworks showcased 
and sold at various exhibitions. 


KNOTS 

She once was a fish 

In the dark blue sea, 

Gliding and wading playfully, 

Till sharp teeth punctured it all. 

She once lived in the lofty hills 
Swaying along with the breeze, 
Wishing to fly with the birds, 

Till fire seized her bark. 

She once crawled merrily 

On the Amazon banks, 

Playing hide-and-seek with the grass, 
Till a huge paw trampled out her soul. 
She once stood on the battlefield 
Scribbling poetry on her note-pad, 
Disregarding pellets that flew around, 
Till a tiny one pierced through her romantic heart. 


Pensive, she sat on the river bank 


Knotted in a mesh of distant unknown fear, 
Till the hum of rolling water 
Brought her back to the present so near. 


Nilanjana Dey: | am a novelist and poet residing in Mumbai, 
India. | work as marketing and communication professional. | 
have contributed to various prestigious anthologies (online 
and printed version). | have also published two novels (one 
online as a serialized narrative and the other in print format, 
primarily targeted towards children). 


NOTES FROM A WISE OLD MAN TO HIS GRANDSON 
There’s working hard and working right 


What you do depends on the goal in sight. 


Feel not the pangs of helplessness 


But the thirst for knowledge. 


Be not a fountain of knowledge 


But a well of wisdom. 


Be not the orange flames of despair 


But the effervescent grey smoke. 


Be not the bedazzling golden sun 


But the gently shining silver moon. 


And always keep in mind the cycle of emotions... 
Transient happiness 
Fleeting joy 


Imminent sorrow 


Nivedita Karthik: | am a poet residing in Chennai, India. | 
work as a senior quality controller. | have been previously 
published in Glomag and The Society of Classical Poets. 


SUNRISE IN MY HEART 

The summer day dawns, bewitching, beautiful 
Bathing the beach in a golden glimmer 

| walk on the shore, wallowing in the moment 


Of beauty and peace. 


The golden sunrise spreads its saffron glaze 
On everything it touches... 
| lose my senses to its ethereal, exquisiteness 


Glorious, glorious day! 


The glimmering golden rays 
Blind my eyes to all 
Except the sheer beauty of the beach 


The sea gulls squawk appreciatively. 


The turquoise waters of the beach 
With their wilful waves, like Flamenco dancers, 
Create a soothing rhythm that does a tango 


In my restless heart. 


The beach is my escape, my Utopia 

It entices me like a siren with her captivating 
Song, and calms my restive mind, filling me 
With hope and the joy of living. 


Padmini Rambhatla: | am a housewife residing in Chennai, 
India. | work as an English teacher. | have also published (12 
poems).Recently | created some art work in oils and acrylics. 


MIRROR 

| must be strong 
to see myself 

to know myself 


accept whatever is. 


ah, that woman 

i know her not 

but she is me. 

i know what she thinks 

when she says this 

fakes when she laughs at that, 
the sly behind love mongerings 
and what not. 

so i turn from myself 

hate and resent knowing 

that another attains acceptance 


with my tricks, like me. 


shallow, shallow, shallow 
she reminds me 

what i truly am 

and i hate the world for now. 


Panjami Anand: She is a poet and short story writer residing 
in Mumbai, India. She is a soul plan reader. She has 
contributed to various anthologies and has been published 
nearly 65 times. 


Nothing comes 

Nothing goes 

Standstill situation 

Same food 

Same drinks 

Routine sucks 

Even shoe leather tastes same 
Eat sleep wake up 


Nothing happens. 


Waiting 
Waiting for some news 
Don’t know what 


But waiting. 


Friends, family 
Excite no more 
May be God may be. 


Waiting: Call me. 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a theatre 
artist/poet/playwright/autism advocate. He has published 12 
plays and 4 volumes of poetry. 


READING POETRY AT A COFFEE SHOP 
It has been raining flowers all night long. 


They are everywhere now, those violet and lemon and pale 
pink petals. On the wet tarmac and the car’s metallic grey 
roof. Stuck under the sticky rubber of the wiper blades and 
the stone lined drain that runs along the road. There’s one 
even on my tan-brown left shoe, and | cannot bring myself to 
peel it away. At least not yet. 


At the café, as | taste the words that weave a poem, rolling 
the grain of metaphors on my tongue; listen closely to the 
hiss of a coffee machine, its breath swollen like a miniature 
cloud; and follow the barista’s hand etching latte froth with a 
crooked heart, my thoughts keep returning to the pale pink 
petal making love to my left shoe. 


Sometimes, | look up from my book; especially when | am 
sure of the words that follow and give the sparsely populated 
floor a once over. 


An old man in the corner gazes out from one of the windows, 
watching the sky framed in a two-by-three glass pane. A 
couple on the centre-table sits in silence; that could be heavy 
or comfortable, depending largely on how you spent your 
day before coming here. 


And you at the far end - your back pressed against the brick 
wall - keep stealing glances at the pale pink petal making love 
to my left shoe. 


almost night 
a stray curled around 
its shadow 


Paresh Tiwari: Poet, artist, and editor, Paresh Tiwari, has 
been widely published, especially in the sub-genre of 
Japanese poetry. A Pushcart Prize nominee, he has published 
two widely acclaimed collections of poetry. Raindrops 
chasing Raindrops, his latest collection of haibun was the 
recipient of the ‘Touchstone Distinguished Book Awards — 
2017. Paresh is the serving haibun editor of the literary 
magazine Narrow Road, a tri-annual publication. 


KEEP THE CHANGE 
A penny to make a pound. 


Two pence change left. 


Often customers say 


"Put it in your charity box. 


It's only coppers. Don't 


need that rattle in my purse. 


Receipts are waste paper." 
Sometimes they leave more than pennies. 


Paul Brookes: | am a writer residing in Wombwell, England. | 
work as shop assistant. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published five poetry books. 
Forthcoming is another poetry collection called Ghost 
Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book ‘Please Take 
Change’ was published by Cyberwit recently. 


A SPELL OF WET WEATHER 

Take the spit of a single ant 

Now don't argue and say you can't 
Mix it well with elephant dripping 


(When through his nose, the water he's sipping) 


Stir it well and stir it twice 
Sprinkle some sugar to make it nice 
Dip your fingers and dip your toes 


Touch each digit on your nose 


Sit then stand and spin around 
Lift both feet up off the ground 
Hover there for just a while 


Try to do with some style 


This is the spell to make it rain 
When it’s dry upon the plain 


A wizard told me so it must be true 


(But elephant dripping is just like glue!) 


Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has written poetry, short stories and a 
children's novel. He also founded The Young Poet Society. He 
has published a novel, ‘The Elfin Child’. He was diagnosed 
with terminal Motor Neuron Disease and died in 2015. 


NO MAN'S LAND 
Your absence is a piece of no man's land 
A patch of sky, birds mortally afraid of 


Where ever | go, | feel as if | am going no where 


| meet on my way a dead pond 
A mannequin in front of a closed mall 
A town in the grip of curfew 


Only guns, that understand only ‘shoot at sight’ order 


Devoid of smiles are lips 
Palms no more delicate, 
splattered with blood 
Hearts no more beat 


Feet run helter skelter 


Your absence, a sheer map 
Where no one lives 


Where no one sings 


No trees, no limbs of time dangling 
Only a place of historical importance 
Where archaeologists come just to 
To excavate! 


Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district of 
Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both in Odia 
and English. So far, he has published three anthologies of 
poetry in Odia. His poems have been published in national 
anthologies like Scaling heights and international anthologies 
like Global Anthology on Peace and Harmony, Happy Isle, 
Feelings International, etc. 


MANIFEST DESTINY 

Lost some ground at the heart 

of the social agreement. 

Our Consent to be Governed breached 


by the Mandate of Heaven. 


But we don't have... 


The time to tether them together. 


Just a little afraid all the time 
Running along in the middle-class marathon 
We could not sell our souls 


We could not chase our dreams... 


But we are not... 


Chasing them away either. 


Way out of the top three 
But we are still running free 
Because our dream's right here 


Right here... with our family 


And we can... 
Face our fears together. 


Prasanna H: | have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. | 
live across the street from where | was born. | have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, home boys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When | am not hanging out, | read, watch movies, 
start things | won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 


DEDICATED TO THE AUTISM SPECTRUM AFFECTED SPECIAL 
PEOPLE: 


Roseate Sonnet, invented by Dr. Ampat Koshy 


Dearest Ru, life would be so much simpler but blander 
without you, 


You test my angel qualities to the nth degree, 
Showing me what Godhood is, will really be, 


Thank you so much, for being a part of me! 


When you decided to make me your vessel, 
| was not serious about it, but oh so casual, 
Now for life | am your vassal, 
You my Guru, i your shishya, 


quite unusual? 


In the next future i shall be mindful, 


Give you an ideal environment to attain your full potential, 


Ru sweetheart, bear with me till then, 


Often i lose hope, bolster my spirits again, 
Sweet Ru, each day is a gift, when much i gain, 
Ever yours i shall be, is the truth plain. 


Pratima Apte: This is my original work. | am a writer of 
poems and fiction, and contributed to several anthologies. | 
reside in Pune, India. 


FIRST POEM 

As a breath in God's sphere 
Humanity resurrects 

Like a phoenix 

Rise above its own ashes 
SECOND POEM 

The more we give 

The more joy we gain. 
THIRD POEM 

As a flood of love 

She knocked into his life 
Washed out his impurities 
Transformed into a gentleman. 
FOURTH POEM 

She prays before cooking 


He prays after eating. 


Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets inspiration 
from nature and social issues, and enjoys writing poems on 
love, life, compassion, happiness, human relations, nature’s 
beauty, etc. He has published poems in various anthologies 
and periodicals and received many awards of excellence. He 
was a professor in the Department of Commerce, St. Albert’s 
college, Kochi, Kerala from 1981 to 2014. 


A SONG IN THE EVENING 

The evening wind fills the woods with fragrant hue 
Playing a sweet melancholic tune 

To the breeze with full of joyous vibes 

Songs of happiness bloom through her bare soul. 
Under the harvest moon 

As she walks along the paths 

In the mountain valleys 

Playing hide and seek 

With the night queen 

The beauty of the land fills her eyes 

Her charming smile unlocks the door of my heart 
Sprinkling marigold dust in my eyes. 

Light travels through her dusty soul with rhythmic tune 
When the night sings the holy songs of heaven 
Playing the sweet melancholic note 

Tuning to the breeze with full of joyous vibes 

For the arrival of an another busy day 


In the arms of solitude. 


Preety Bora: | am a poet residing in India, Assam, in a small 
city called ‘Golaghat’. | have contributed to various 
anthologies and also edited one bilingual anthology of 
poems. Nature is my greatest inspiration. | love to paint my 
words with the colour of nature. 


FRUIT SALAD (CHO) 
mango tree 

a coppersmith's 
tuk...tuk...tuk 


They were easy to pick out. Hennaed beards, embroidered 
ridas, chikankari kurtas with epaulettes. That they often ran 
shoe stores, bakeries and electronics repair kiosks helped in 
tracking them down. As did the fact that over the years they 
had come to cluster in ghettos — Bhendi Bazaar, Nagpada, 
Mahim, Pathanwadi. 


summer moon 
a jackfruit laden 
with parakeets 


Rumour was rampant those days - that Rs 5000 would be 
given for every male beheaded, Rs 3000 for every female 
raped. There was talk of arms being landed on the coast for 
'Them' — sophisticated AK47s and grenades. ‘Defence 
Committees' were formed in our gated societies: vigilantes 
armed with little more than kitchen knives, but with 
vermilion tilaks that ran from nose bridge to mid-scalp to say 
'Us' very loudly. 


babool tree 
a peacock's love wail 
echoes 


We never recovered from 1992. We grew up to be Hindus 
and Muslims, not just Mumbaikars. We said Jai Shri Krishna, 
they said Allah Hafiz. We discovered new Hindu festivals to 
celebrate on the street, they began to insist on halal. Only 
the loudspeaker sellers had reasons to smile. 


Lantana camara 
she picks only 
the pink ones 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: | am a writer residing in Thane, 
India. | work as a freelance marketer. | have contributed to 
various anthologies. | am currently writing a book on ancient 
Indian games. 


NAMELESS STRUGGLE 

These are not my dreams 

Didn’t have pleasure of driving 
Golden chariot, nor did | ever 
don Golden fleece, gold rimmed 
saris never decked my small 
improvised cupboard, for tiny 


hut was my luxury and dwelling. 


Call it poor man’s karma? 


Or our ancestral curse; 


self-made attire, washed, dried, 
indoors cloth liner, feast for eyes 
covering up vacuum and patches 
of our have not colored faces; 
children’s tattered shirts and 
gowns with often stitched edges 


are the price paid for daily wages? 


Call it poor man’s karma? 


Or our ancestral curse; 


end of the day curl up 

like puppy on a pyal of 
Cemented mound only 

to wake up for great ordeal. 


Radhamani Sarma: | am a poet and short story writer 
residing in Chennai, India. | am a retired professor of English. 
| have contributed to various anthologies. | have also 
published my own poetry collections. | am also a reviewer 
and critic and | have contributed critical essays on living 
writes, and | ama blogger too. 


MY SUICIDE NOTE 
Last night | wrote my suicide note, 
typed 


and mailed it. 


| could not wait for you 
to read it. 


So | read it on phone. 


Listen! 


Dear Life, 


This is with reference to each death | die 


to live one more day, 


one more night, 


then live and die one more of each. 


For what is death, but life suspended, 


frozen, dead? 


I’m on my way. 


Thank you. 


Yours faithfully, 
XYZ 


Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and blogger 
born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He is the editor of 
PPP Ezine, a poetry ezine. He has a blog on poetry, poetics 
and aesthetic pleasure: 
https:/poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 


ONLY A VAGINA.... 

Asifa..... Nirbhaya..... 

Is she a heart, a mind or a soul? 
No. 


She is only a Vagina. 


To plunder, 
To desecrate. 
Leaving behind, 


Yet another signature of machismo. 


Bharat breaks into outrage - 
Candle trudges, 

Media fury, 

Political onanism 


Cerebral discourses... 


The deluge morphs into a trickle, 
The cacophony fades to a whisper. 


Until - 


Bharat has yet another headline to orgasm over..... 


Another Asifa, 
Another Nirbhaya, 
Another Vagina..... 


Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost 
as many awards and translations into several Indian and 
foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he is 
working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel Plant. He 
has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his website is 
www.ramendra.in 


X-MOM 

To my mom who died this Saturday 
Mom had two hearts like two breasts. 
One of stone and 

One of flesh. 


They worked alternatively. 


On days when the pulpy one worked 
She talked of my infantile jaundice days 
When | turned turmeric yellow. 

| would have died but for 


A doctor named Adam Khan in Pazhavangadi*. 


On days when the stony heart worked 
She slept with a koduval* under her pillow 


To protect us kids from potential enemies. 


Till she died, she maintained 


“A woman should always carry 


A hack knife in her heart.” 


On the night of her death, 

| found it glowing in the dark 

On an X-ray shot of her chest. 

NOTE 

*A place in Trivandrum, Kerala. We lived there in 57-62. 
*Hack knife. 


Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. He has published English 
translations of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from 
Malayalam) and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil 
Poetry) and for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by 
OUP and Penguin India. He has published poems _ in 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He is one of the five 
contributing poets to the anthology, ‘A Strange Place Other 
Than Earlobes’ (five voices, seventy poems). A collection of 
his poetry, ‘Architecture of Flesh’ was published by 
Paperwala in 2015. 


OTHER WORLD 
In a drowning, amnesiac land mourning its own existence 


a few of us slog on 


turning lungs into gills 

We work in groups but walk alone too 
raising the ones who stumble 

A word touches, a vacuum nods, 

a look suffices as oxygen 

It is quiet here, under this land 

which has forgotten its direction 

The alienation serves as language 

We are its poems, rudderless yet moving on, 
abandoned by yesterdays 

The strife, the angst, the conspiracies 
work only with people 


Poems have always thrived in green silences 


Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently 
living in Sharjah. Her poems have been published in The 
Copperfield Review, First Literary Review-East, Angle Journal, 
Poetry Quarterly, York Literary Review, Lakeview 
International Journal, Duane's PoeTree, Mad Swirl, GloMag 
etc. She is the Destiny Poets UK's, Poet of the year (2014) and 
one of the editors of The Significant Anthology and Silhouette 
| & 2. Winner of several awards, she is the Reuel 
International Prize recipient for Best Poet, 2018. 


THE FIRES IN OUR HEARTS 
questions... 
rose petals in foreign languages 
sift through clasped fingers 
clenched hands, 
innocent sand falling 
covering hopeful beaches, 
the innocent yellow eyes of strangers, 


simplicity through the eyes 


fingers, hands, sand, eyes... 
roses of the world- 
with words 
we are conquered, 
unsure 
how to translate 


those brilliant fires in our hearts 


Robert Feldman: | am a writer and painter residing in Port St. 
Lucie, Florida. | own and operate a college test preparatory 
company. | have also published several poems and short 
stories in booklets, anthologies, and magazines, both hard 
copy and online. 


ON DEPARTURES 

The ones who depart, 

they fall asleep in the middle 

of a sentence as they go back. 
They disappear into the landscapes 


that recede into the pasts of language. 


Those who depart, 

they walk on the wintry streets 

outside the window. 

When you clear the mist on the windowpane, 


you see an empty road going nowhere. 


They board strange buses 
into the evenings of oblivion. 
Those who depart, 

they leave you with 


a mournful silence called time. 


Rohith: He is a poet and doctor from Andhra Pradesh, writing 
poetry for a very long time now. His poetry has been 
published in various online magazines, and has been 
acknowledged and complimented by various senior poets. 


LOVE'S CONNECTION 

Build me a lofty structure, 

High to reach the heaven above, 
A floating bridge far removed, 


Passing this side to the other! 


Ignoring the distance 
And the nearness am I, 
As Earth stretched out 
And meets the blue sky, 


Between them lies existence! 


Longingly, | look at afar 
For the true eyes cannot see, 
Such lenses are mortally 


Held asunder like the stars! 


More beautiful than insight, 
Cryptic, the message of love 
Like a secret shared with God 


In wisdom so erudite! 


Please, stand back and think, 
Give the spark its dignity, 

It has reasons all its own, 
Testing its great agility, 

The night will yet call its home! 


Romeo della Valle: | was born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents 
and came to America very young with a goal, mainly, to 
succeed in life and be happy. | am a man with a Vision and a 
clear mission: ‘To spread my message of Love an Peace 
throughout the World’ and if my poetry can touch a single 
soul in the World, then | would gladly die leaving my clear 
footprints behind! 


AFTER THE FLOOD 

It was raining day and night 

An unknown fear started to erupt 

For each hour had it heavy showers 
Torrents continued for many hours. 
Swamps and drains overflown 

Streams, roads and bridges 

Became as if a single body. 

Floodwater shown its face of wilderness 
It has broken the barricades 

And quickly risen as we look 

Muddy water from landslides 

Flown in high velocity from highlands. 
Dams opened without proper measures 
Our homes and dreams floated in as vessels 
Though we lost most of our earnings 

Our determination and unity stood 

To uphold our slogan ‘Unity is the power’ 
Thus, we, the people of Kerala, 


Delivered the message to the entire nation, 


That no force can blast our amalgamation. 
But, after the great tragedy 

When I’m seeing a darkened atmosphere 
It turns me into fear 

When | see rain clouds in the far skies 

An unknown pain erupts 

In the depth of my soul. 

When | hear the sound of winds 
Murmuring with the Western Ghats 

An absolute silence spreads 

In the valley and the lush lands. 
Suddenly, it began yet another rain 

My shivering lips whispered 

Aye... madden clouds 

Drop not any more..... 


We had enough and more. 


Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer and 
painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as Admin 
Manager. Writes short stories, poems and travelogues in 
various regional language magazines (Malayalam), 
periodicals with a pen name as ‘Saleem Kattuchola,’ and used 
to write English poems in International Magazines. 


INDEPENDENT YET DEPENDENT 

O People! Celebrate 70 glorious years of Independence! 
Celebrate freedom from the talons of the invaders, 

We now enjoy what is truly our own, 


As we celebrate the 71st day of Independence. 


O Countrymen! But are we truly free 
From the shackles of superstition; 
From the chains of ignorance and evil; 


From the ferrets of horrific renditions? 


O Brothers! What about our sisters? 
Forced to be dependent on brother and father, 
Forced to be dependent on husband and son 


Forced not to earn, which they would rather. 


O Sisters! Think of the brothers, 
Forced to be ‘manly’ and sober 
Unable to cry, 


For they mustn’t shed a tear. 


O Indians! Fight the evils 
Which threaten our society, 
So all can be independent, 
So all can be happy. 


Samixa Bajaj: She is a student of Class 8. She is an avid 
reader. Poem writing is a passion she dabbles in, in her free 
time. Her poems depend on her mood at the time. She is also 
interested in dance and drawing. 


A BOLT OF PURE ENERGY 

The sun rays came slowly, silently 

a soothing melody, a balm on my tired soul. 

A little shuffle on the treetops, 

a tiny jig on the high rise, 

and then a furtive peep into the squalid tenements; 
one ray tickled a mongrel, another fell on the toddler 
suckling his mother’s emaciated breast. 

The sleepy-eyed mother protectively shaded her child 
from the sun’s warmth; her own warmth was enough. 
Half a ray falls on a snoozing cat’s whiskers. 
Everything in sight was now equally steeped in gold. 
Cheep- cheep — cheep, the birds had taken over, 

and the dogs [of war] had fallen silent. 

Some moments, which, last night had taken off on wings, 
now are again at peace. 

The impromptu rendition of some forgotten voices 


have suffered a jolt. Much needed. 


| feel a bolt of pure energy coursing through me 
as a tiny bulbul serenades me with its morning song. 
Adding my notes to the bulbul’s song, | cruise along . 


Santosh Bakaya: | am an academic, a widely published poet, 
novelist, editor and essayist, having authored many books 
and | also figure in many anthologies. | recently delivered a 
Ted Talk on The Myth of the Writers' Block. My latest book is 
a novella, A Skyful of Balloons. 


If time were a man it'd say 
These people won't improve, come what may 
| don't know how much they'll use me further 


To think more, | shudder 


They feel | am everlasting 
But | feel | am running out, downcasting 
lam losing my patience 


To fulfil their temptations 


How shall | explain, that | am a healer 

How shall | tell them | am a concealer 

How shall | tell them to do their work to date 

How shall | tell them to finish it before it’s too late. 


Sara Bubber: It’s a hello from me! | am doing my Masters in 
Human Development. Legally, I’m an adult but internally, I’m 
a child. | love playing with my dogs, reading books and 
writing poetry when I’m not doing my projects!!! 


SNAPSHOT OF ETERNITY 
The whole point 

of a poem 

is to capture 


its moment 


to give it birth 
to give it breath 
to give it life 


to give it voice 


then leave it be 
to dance 

to laugh 

to die 


Scott Thomas Outlar: | am a poet residing in Atlanta, USA. | 
have contributed to various anthologies and have also 
published five books of poetry. 


THERE IS MUSIC ALL AROUND 

There is music all around... 

In the chirping of birds, 

waking with the rising sun. 

In the buzzing of bees, 

trying to fulfil their daily needs. 

In the ringing of the Church and Temple bells, 
In the Call for prayer, 

by the Muezzin in the Mosque. 

In the thunder and lightning shaking this earth, 
In the roaring of Ocean’s tides, 

bringing excitement to life. 

The sound made by the flowing stream, 

trying to fulfil its earnest dream. 

The falling of fountains from the mountain-high, 
thrilling the onlooker passing by. 

In the raindrops falling from the sky, 

On the rooftops of building low and high. 
There is music all around, 


Just we should have a heart, 


to feel it, to absorb in it, 
to mesmerize our soul in it. 


Shamenaz: | reside in Allahabad. | am a freelance writer, 
passionate reader, blogger, and poet, with many published 
poems in E-journals & magazines in India. | have presented 
papers in India and abroad. | am in the Editorial board of 
journals: Literary Miscellany, Cyber Literature, Research 
Access, Expression, The Context & WRHS (Jordan). | am the 
Guest Editor of ‘The Context’ Volume 2, issue 3. | have served 
as a Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET & 
Cultural Incharge, AIET. 


ANASTASIA 

I 

We will explode 

If not us, our remains 

Hovering into the far reaches of space 
The chorus of our despair 

Muted by its vacuum 

We will explode, 

Our immutable ambitions 

And delirious trepidations 
Silenced- by a lack of song 

We will explode, 

History wiped out of memory 

Dust settled into eternity, eternally 
Forgotten. 

ll 

Tempered ticking tricking time 
Distressed division of the atoms 
Within constraints, we optimise 


A mental freedom from the shackles; 


Sisyphus too, was once condemned 
To repetitions 

And like the rotations of a Vinyl CD 
Found new meaning 

In the same movement 

Redefining music as the spaces 
-those visceral empty places 
Between silences. 

HT 

Our thoughts our boulders 
Streaming, fleeting and our free 
Will that binds us 

Making us question our glee. 
Those floodgates they’re open 

The dams buzzing-electricity 
Complacency giving rise to energy. 


Idling in idle sounds we know 


Weathering adversity, we will grow 

And fighting the fizzling music, fiercely roar- 
To be a rock, 

And not to roll. 


Shivank Sarin: Like chocolate sprinkles on dessert, poetry 
and music have added excitement and sweetness to my life. 
To me, age acts as no barrier towards being cynical or 
insightful. I’m notorious for my gluttonous appetite and even 
skipping social gatherings just to attend music lessons. I’m a 
student studying Economics at Ashoka University. Would love 
to hear from you at-shivanksarin98@gmail.com 


EMOTIONAL PERSPECTIVE 
Emotions, surging forth 
Bottomless pit a crevasse, a cavernous broth 


Of mindless concern. 


Is this what we are seeking 
A meteoric jurisdiction 
Locked in a citation 


Of strengths and emotions. 


Sadness and joy, virtues unfailing 
In the metamorphosis of emotions, ever-changing 
Courage and bravery not withstanding 


A fusion of emotions. 


Do | see it, a virtuous combination 
Of colours, a virtuous temptation 
Of beauty and serenity 


Sailing through the mist of colours. 


The path | tread on 

A lonely path trodden 

By few and far between. 

A saint in the making 

Mindful hours awaking 

To the brilliant surprise of tomorrow. 


Shobha Warrier: | am a poet, residing in Chennai. | am a 
housewife. | have contributed to a few anthologies. | have 
also published poems and also one collection of few poems 
written by me. 


MY FRIEND CHENGU 


Lines in memory and love of R. Lakshman, friend, poet, 
teacher, laughing rebel, who passed away on August 7, 
2018. 


| have a friend who moved house today, 
taking his pages and his smile. 

He has not left behind his address, 

but we who know him, see him. 


And know him every day. 


.. Sitting safely on the sands 
we last longer than the One 
who throws himself 


at the pride of waves, laughing. 


Today a crying baby shocked me 
into knowing how easily 
we’ve let go our powers 


of self-expression. 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, playwright 
residing in Chennai, India. He is now a full-time writer. He 
have contributed to various anthologies. He has received the 
R. K. Narayan Award for Creative Writing. 


SOMETHING | LOOK AT 
Together we were, together we will be 


the transition in between, nothing but a journey from illusion 
to illusion, from one dream to the other 


In my sojourn, temporary and illusory, met many, called 
them mine, people came and moved away, relationships 
cultivated and endured but what remains is you and me 


the only relationship that is beyond space and time 


The sun that shines, the moon that soothes 


the flower that blossoms, the stream that flows, the people 
and things, possessions feelings and emotions, i call mine 


love and infatuation, tears and smile i endure and relish, the 
whole cosmic universe, still a mystery, are but limited 


subject to space, causation and time 


But you and i are together in the lap of each other, when 
there was no time, we will be with each other when there 
will be no time 


our relationship is beyond all variables, independent of 
everything i see and feel and what lies beyond 


Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: He is the son of Raj Kishore and 
Shantilata Mohanty, born at Padmapur, Jagatsinghpur, 
Odisha. He is a multilingual poet, essayist and writer. He is a 
published poet and writer and a featured poet of PENTASI B 
World Friendship Poetry. His writings include essays, short 
stories, poems and novels which are published in newspapers 
and in various national and international magazines, journals 
and anthologies. Working as Finance Officer in Govt of 
Odisha, he writes extensively on life, its beauty and 
intricacies that are widely acclaimed. 


FAMILY: ARCOSTIC STYLE POEM 

F- riends forever in every situation 

A- ffectionate, caring and lovable relations 
M- akes a house living home 

Il- nspires one another in all odds 

L- ove and care beyond any extent 

Y-es it is called as FAMILY!!! 


Sonia Gupta: Dr. Sonia is a dentist by profession. She is the 
author of four English and two Hindi poetry books. Her many 
poems and stories have been placed in various anthologies, 
magazines and newspapers. She has been awarded with 
various awards in Hindi literature and won many poetry 
competitions organised by various literary groups on 
facebook. Besides being a poetess and doctor she is fond of 
paintings, singing, cooking, designing, knitting and teaching. 
Her many projects are coming soon. 


THE INVISIBLE MIGRANTS 

We give our best of youth to build these cities 

Toil hard working on mission mode 

Create monument after monument from foundation to glory 
Taking pride in outcome of our sweat and blood 

We forget our existence to bring spiral growth 
Actualize dreams of billionaires and architect 

Become part of this beautiful journey 

Suddenly we are kicked out 

Forget recognizing our contribution, 

Opening ceremony announces our end of relationship 


The very monument, result of our blood and sweat closes for 
us forever 


Being untouchables, we can build city after city 
But once it’s built, 

Collecting our hunger, poverty and bucolic nature 
We move to next place to avoid scornfulness 
Hope someday, we will build a city 

With rightful place, respect and dignity for us 


“The invisible migrants” 


Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less travelled and being 
myself. 


You know it is one of those things 
When you feel so different 

But actually nothing is different 
The regular routine 

Of the day dawning 

The birds twittering 

The clouded sky hanging 

Barring the radiance 

Blocking the sunshine 

The wind indifferent 

Sometimes blowing 

Then changing its mind 

You wake up feeling no different 
Go through the motions 

Till tired of the sameness 

You strike off a date 

Another day gone 

Another day struck off 

Yet you inch closer 


Not knowing 


Or perhaps knowing 

But nothing changes 

Rigid 

Stiff 

Unbending 

Indifferent 

Like that line on the monitor 
When the breath stops its intake 
Motionless 

Still 

Cold 

The straight line proclaims 

It is no different. 


Sudeshna Mukherjee: She is an Economics Major. She is a 
poet, short story writer and painter. Her book of poems 
‘Meanderings of the Mind’ has been published. Many of her 
poems have been published in national and international 
anthologies, magazines and e-publications. 


STILL A CHILD RESIDES IN ME 
No more teen-twenty 


Neither | want to be 


But forgive me, 

Still there a child resides in me 
U can call it my immaturity 

| smile even in my pain 


Some can call me a girl insane, 


But what | learnt from life 
Happiness is a momentary thing 
So let’s make happy every moment 


in every blink. 


Often | dance with the mop-stick 

Play a music and profusely sing a song. 
Then think! Thank God none is there 
To judge my write or wrong! 


Then play another song. 


Oh! There is the doorbell 


Ding dong! 


| brush my hair and 

pretend to be serious, 

Then play another role 

What | had been playing so long! 


Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a poet from Kolkata, India. 
Right now, I'm working as a housewife. | have contributed to 
various anthologies of poems. | have published a book of 
poems. | have received certificates of honour from various 
online literary groups. 


GHOSTS IN THE BRIDAL CHAMBER 

The wedding night stilled. 

Bride and groom 

In their room at last 

But not quite alone. 

Ghosts of giggling friends lingered: 

In ebullient petals airdropping off the fan 
Instigated by an innocently turned on switch; 

In a peculiar gasping and sighing chest of drawers 
That disclosed an afternoon of recorded mischief... 
The groom ignored his bride, 

Prioritising a brisk search of the room. 

An army of ballooned condoms marched 

Past the disturbed counterpane, 

A farting bladder ambushed under the coverlet, 
And a rolling pin surprised between the pillows! 
The grooms gaze flit to his bride’s. 

They puzzled at the pin and their friends, 

And laughter sweetened the night. 


The ghosts departed content. 


Sumita Dutta: | am a publisher, poet, and novelist residing in 
Chennai, India. | work as a teacher, writer, digital designer, 
and publisher. | have contributed to various online sites and 
anthologies. | have also published a novel and contributed to 
three print anthologies. My publishing firm is three books 
old, having launched my debut novel The Heart of Donna Rai, 
Poet Geeta Varma's debut book of poetry To My Violin, and 
Sri Chinmoy Biswas's An Overview of Spirituality. 


SANGUINE 

Few green leaves: 

In clusters 

Amid faded leaves of a 
tree, gnarled, bent, 

in a smoggy section of 
of the Moghul-Delhi, 


a striking contrast! 


Hope blooms like that 

in the dull desires 

ageing hearts 

of the guys 

dispatched to 

old people’s homes 

like inmates 

to the Gulags of the system 


this time, by their own. 


Sunil Sharma: He is Mumbai-based senior academic, critic, 
literary editor and author with 19 published books: Six 
collections of poetry; two of short fiction; one novel; a critical 
study of the novel, and, eight joint anthologies on prose, 
poetry and criticism, and, one joint poetry collection. He is a 
recipient of the UK-based Destiny Poets’ inaugural Poet of 
the Year award, 2012. Sunil edits the English section of the 
monthly bilingual journal Setu published from Pittsburgh, 
USA. 


BETWEEN MY EVERY HEARTBEAT 
Between my every heartbeat 

| can hear the Sound of secret words 
waiting to be born. 

Between my every breath | can listen 
listen to the whispering words, 
words that are eagerly waiting 

to be written down. 

In my whole being there are poems, 
which longs to be rhythms 

in a melody, a song. 

A song, a painting, for the summer 
for the spring, for the autumn 

and the time between - 


between the seasons and the sun. 


The canvas is already filled with colours 
of yesterday - 
some are dark like nights... 


like nights - and cold as arctic winters. 


Those are my sorrows, 
strewn with tears that glitters 
in a troubled sea. 
Fortunately, and most of all 

is the tableau painted 

with wonderful patterns - 
there my Soul is dancing 
lovely, lively, vibrant. 


Svanhild L@vli: I'm a Norwegian poetess. 


THE INTELLIGENT NATURE 

Each of us want to make own paradise on the earth, 

So, the resources are being used to the last puff. 

But, the owner is intelligent; she knows the actual worth. 


She is waiting to separate the wheat from the chaff. 


Her voices will be loud; though her vocal cords are small, 
She will blow with the loudest thud as her hands are strong. 
And will send another ocean with cloud to drown all— 


Including the magnificent monuments for doing wrong. 


Then, after a long period of time she will pacify the flood, 
And, invite affectionately the leftover alluvial layer. 
And, inspire all herbs and plants to grow up over the mud, 


And, direct the sun to protect them with motherly care. 


She will look wistfully for million years to see a new breed. 


Who will use her resources without any cupidity or greed. 


Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is a bilingual Indian poet. He 
mainly writes sonnets. He resides currently in Bankura, West 
Bengal. 


IN ABSENTIA 

You are in me 

Like the deepest hue in that floral dress 
Color fast 


Every other shade in it has faded into oblivion 


You exist 
In particles never sieved in a strainer 
Brewed ever so dark 


In my caffeine 


You are in me 
In threads sewed together in your colors 
And in the day that | carry 


Into the unrelenting darkness of night 


My bracelet is strung together 
In tiny beads of our separation 
And your absence 


| now wear on my sleeve 


Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She is a French teacher and translator 
and an active member of various quiz clubs across Delhi. Her 
passions include playing the piano and composing music. She 
contributes poems regularly to magazines like GloMag and 
has been published in a couple of anthologies. One of her 
poems was shortlisted and published by the ‘All India Poetry 
Society’ (All India 2017 poetry competition). Poetry for her is 
her stress buster, her flight of fancy and strangely, what 
keeps her rooted too. 


THE WRITER 

She wakes up to the aroma of filter coffee 
And, gently rubbing her eyes, stares beyond 
The potted plants on the windowsill 


At a sky that is forever a lying blue-- 


The blackbirds have ceased humming inside her head 
And after breakfast, her thoughts at a crossroads, 
The keys of the laptop survive her pounding: 


An unforgiving muse declines to help meet deadlines-- 


She senses she has become another story 
Unrecognizable through countless retellings 
And in the swaying, slurred lines 


Of drunken reviewers and hagiographic blurbs-- 


The wind has lost its way across the fields and soaked 


In sweat, she sighs: “This city has left me stranded in 
dreams” 


But inhaling hope and exhaling smoke, she shuts her eyes: 


Every life writes its own epitaph. 


Vijay Nair: | am a poet residing in Palakkad, India. | work as 
Associate Professor [Retd]. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published 3 poetry anthologies. | was 
awarded the Reuel International Prize for Writing and 
Literature in the year 2016. 


CHAINED FOREVER 

The crumbling walls crash 

Around, as | falter on the stone steps. 
This edifice made of trash 

Of centuries of bondage, 

Refuses to let go as | wail aloud. 

It sees me as an animal 

To be caged 


Forever. 


Chained without chains, 
Before | was born, 

For some unknown reason, 

| struggle to catch a glimpse 
Of the sun, of the sky 
Although | slave away 

In the fields of wheat and ragi* 


| know only hunger 


| have been whipped 

A hundred lashes, humped 
Torn into pieces 

Yet the lords are never 
Satiated. 

They wait eagerly 

For the next generation 


Of bonded labour 


| dream of a sky 

An azure one 

Where I| can fly 

An earth green, plentiful 
Where | can walk unafraid 
Where my children can be 
Seen as brethren 

Of man. 


*Note: Ragi: A type of millet 


Vineetha Mekkoth: | am a poet, writer, editor residing in 
Calicut, India. | work as Assistant State Tax Officer in the 
State GST Department. | have contributed to various 
anthologies. | have also published a poetry collection. An 
article published in latest issue of Malayalam Literary Survey, 
a Kerala Sahitya Akademi publication. My debut poetry 
collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ was published in 
August 2017. 


SUNDAY DRIVE 

| had seen and heard 

it all 

with three older sisters 
every seven days 


a mini Armageddon 


mom, dressed in her best 


riding shotgun 


those sunday morning drives 
the few blocks from 


home to church 


the shrieks and wails 
the gnashing of teeth 
the thanking God we were 


finally to the parking lot 


Wanda Morrow Clevenger: | am a writer residing in Hettick, 
IL. | have contributed to various anthologies. | have also 
published two chapbooks. 


SONNET 63 

That day is still vivid in memory 

When we both bunked classes 

To be with solitude and green 

My fingers locked tight in yours 

Our eyes cast far on the horizon 
Dreams young growing in defiance 

Of the obstacles that lay ahead 

You asked if | would leave you 

Never was what brought smile 

On your countenance peerless 

Was a radiance unprecedented 

One that still torments my nights 

Wish | could meet you once to set right 
The love we lost through a childish fight. 


Zulfiqar Parvez: He is the Vice Principal cum O Levels English 
Language Teacher, London Grace International School, 
Dhaka. He has done his Honours and Masters in English 
Language and Literature from the University of Rajshahi. 


